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CHAPTER  I.  . 

"  Nothing  is  a  mifery 

Unlefs  our  nveaknefs  comprehend  it  Jo; 
We  cannot  he  more  faithful  to  ourfelves 
In  any  thing  thafs  manly ^  than  to  make 
Illfortufie  as  contemptible  to  us 
As  it  makes  us  to  others^ 
The  Honest  Man's  Fortune,  adl  i.  fc.  ii. 

HERE  was  not  an  Earl  in  all  England  {o 
beloved  as  my  Lord  of  EfTex.  His  venture- 
fome  fpirit  and  as  happy  exploits,  added  to  a 
conftant  largefs  and  bravery  of  geflure,  fhewing  him  to 
be  not  unmindful  of  that  noble  ftock  whence  he  fprung,  nor 
unworthy  of  thofe  honours  with  which  her  Grace  had 
acknowledged  him. 
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And,  as  the  common  fort  ftill  remembered  the  misfor- 
tunes of  Earl  Walter,  they  faw  in  the  profperity  of  the  fon 
only  a  jufl  award.  Whatever  dafhed  his  fame  or  welfare 
was  a  wrong  done  to  him — almoft  a  flout  to  that  Provi- 
dence which  had  borne  him  in  hand. 

No  detradlion  of  Court  policy  (you  will  fee)  was  able  to 
abide  this  teffc.  'Twas  fuch  an  abfolute  fway  Effex  had 
got  over  people's  hearts,  that  the  Queen  miiliked  it  as  a 
divided  rule  which  fhe  never  would  abide.  They  might 
love  thofe  whom  her  Grace  was  pleafed  to  countenance ; 
honouring  whom  fhe  approved.  One  taking  it  upon  himfelf 
to  remind  her  Highnefs  of  her  former  pleafure  in  that 
matter :  "  Should  we  be  offended,"  faid  fhe  "  (the  caufe 
befl  known  to  ourfelves),  let  them  look  to  it  who  would 
favour  him  !     We  are  difpleafured  !  " 

Before  Roan,  at  Lifbon,  in  Gades,  either  what  Com- 
mander of  our  times,  or  what  Chevalier  fpoken  of  in  the 
Chronicles,  hath  proved  himfelf  fo  capable,  fo  puiffant,  fo 
gentle  ?  "  If  his  birth  gave  fome  pledges  of  this  lofty  bearing 
and  true  nobility  "  (as  Sir  Thomas  infifted),  "  hath  he  not 
himfelf  fo  redeemed  thofe  hoflages  that  all  men  count  him 
for   a  hero  ?     Glories    there   be   which  they   who   have 
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thrufl  on  can  pluck  off.  This  is  none  fuch.  Her  Grace 
may  recall  her  royal  patents  (though  againft  all  precedent)  j 
but  the  filver  of  my  Lord's  fhield  no  fovereign  can  tarnifh!" 

And  the  Knight  was  borne  out,  daily  :  for  when  Effex 
rode  a  jauncing  through  the  City,  with  a  dominant  rein 
pacing  that  mettlefome  beaft.  Comet  to  wit  •,  ofttimes 
capping  to  the  byeftanders,  waving  his  plume  to  the  open 
cafement  and  fo  forth ;  you  would  think  the  titles  of  a 
Court,  or  the  fmiles  of  a  flill  virgin  Princefs,  but  poor 
acceffories  to  the  Earl's  true  greatnefs. 

Now  my  Lord,  who  was  as  friendly  with  his  Peers  as 
he  was  free  with  the  General,  that  he  might  not  feem  to 
chafe  under  the  Queen's  miftreatment,  but  rather  to  folace 
himfelf  in  a  grateful  leifure,  hath  refolved  on  great  and 
folemn  entertainments  for  this  Chriifmas.  So  now  the 
Clerk's  defks  have  all  been  removed,  and  Holiday  is  come  ! 
A  cloth  awning  has  been  ftretched  down  to  the  water's 
edge.  The  weather  fhall  not  ruffle  you  coming  up  the 
fteps  from  your  barge.  And  the  Strand  wicket  flands 
ajar.  Enter  an  you  chufe !  You  will  be  welcome! 
Againil  the  cold  winds  of  this  tide,  the  doorways  within 
are  curtained,  and  hangings  have  been  put  up  over  windows 
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and  in  the  corridors.  The  pafTages  are  all  cleanly  flrawed. 
Old  tapeftries,  brought  up  from  Chartley  by  good  Thomas 
Newport,  and  fome  fine  new  pieces  bought  from  a  Fle- 
ming, are  afrefh  flrained  on  the  Arras  \  for  my  Lady 
Countefs  had  ordered  many  chambers  and  clofets  to  be 
prepared  for  the  guefts,  and  that  none  fhould  lack  the 
fcreens  nor  a  feemly  fea-coal  fire  in  the  retiring  rooms. 

Open  houfe  and  high  feafling  !  You  fhall  now  fee  how 
my  good  Lord  is  loved.  Her  Grace  keepeth  no  fuch 
Revels  ! 

To-night,  being  the  Epiphany,  there  will  be  played  (my 
Lord  Chamberlain  his  allowance  had)  Mailer  Shakspeare's 
facetious  comedy  of  "  What  you  Will."  To-morrow  you 
fhall  have  a  piece  by  Mafter  Jonfon,  with  fmgings  and  dan- 
cings, motions  and  drolleries.  There  fhall  be  toys  enough 
and  to  fpare,  an  you  have  the  patience  to  fit  them  out. 

A  Tucket  founds.  There  is  noife  as  of  a  flrain  played 
in  fome  retired  room.  Mean  diflurbances  prevent  the  fall 
of  it.  Anon  the  hautboys  fwell  loftily :  then  'tis  all  too 
fine  at  the  clofe  •,  for  fervants  talking  and  laughing,  hic- 
coughing, whiftling,  jeering,  fcolding,  are  bufy  in  the  great 
Hall  of  EfTex-house.     In  the  middle,  fewers  remove  the 


Tnvelfih  Night. 


boards,  panders  gather  up  fragments,  grooms  fweep  the 
floor,  ftrawing  it  afrefh.  One  kicks  out  my  Lord's  dog, 
he  fnarling  over  a  bone :  my  ladies  brach  yelps  anon,  com- 
ing on  fcent  of  fome  fcrap.  Then  an  idle  fellow  rous- 
eth  the  Yule  log  amidfl  a  merry  peal :  another,  trimming  the 
torch  and  Iconce-lights,  had  well  nigh  fet  the  place  a-fire ; 
treading  the  reeky  fnuff  i'  the  rufhes.  Sir  Gilly,  having 
fhent  him  for  an  unmannerly  villain,  himfelf  now  droppeth 
pleafant  odours  here  and  there.  For  the  great  ones,  as  he  . 
faid,  will  return  anon  to  fee  the  Enterlude  •,  and  there  mufl 
needs  be  a  frefh  fragrance  to  welcome  fweet  ladies. 

All  is  befitting  !  Again  the  Tucket  founds.  From  with- 
in— from  without.  The  Martial  flrain  grows  louder.  The 
mufic  is  more  meafurely.  It  is  even  at  the  door.  Cham- 
berlain withdraws  the  curtain.  Purfuviant  maketh  a  flou- 
rifh  o'  the  cornet-,  and,  furrounded  by  a  fair  company  of 
nobles  and  gentles,  all  in  great  flate  (the  meiny,  too,  being 
in  their  new  Uveries),  the  Earl  of  Effex  enters.  'Tis  a  fine 
fight  all  this  quality  !  'Tis  as  good  as  a  Twelfth  night 
pageant  i'  th'  olden  time  to  the  plain  folk  at  bottom  of  the 
Hall.  Mafs  !  how  they  gabble  !  This  one  with  his  cu- 
rious enquiries — that  with  his  fuperftitious  reverence  !  Here 
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a  vacant  gazer,  there  a  fciirrilous  obferver  :  your  critics  and 
your  cynics,  your  fatyrical  and  your  merry  wits  !  Then  for 
the  allowed  interpreters  !  Such  and  fuch  who  have  the  ear 
o'  the  great ;  being  betimes  their  bofom  comforters — you 
muft  believe  their  confefTors  like !  Fellows,  look  you, 
who  would  cap  and  knee  to  a  new  carpet  knight  or  a  city 
notable — yea,  frown  on  a  bafe  plebeian,  yet  make  pew  fel- 
lows and  cup-companions  of  lacqueys  and  fecretaries  !  Go 
to  !  Thefe  be  they  who  can  tell  you  who  is  who — this 
nobleman's  colours  and  that  lady's  favours  ;  counting  and  re- 
counting others'  honours  or  demerits  on  their  dirty  fingers 
and  unfavoury  breaths.  An  the  poflern  be  left  open,  you 
may  not  deny  them  entrance.  They'd  come  through  the 
keyhole  elfe  ! 

"  There  !  there  is  my  Lord  !  In  a  white  cut  velvet  fuit, 
looped  and  tied  French  fafhion,  with  cherry-coloured  rib- 
bons !  Ah  !  Mafler  Chamberlain  hath  hung  the  fatin  cloak 
to  a  marvel !  See  the  ftar  and  orders  be  betrayed  nicely,  yet 
without  oflent ;  his  fword  hilt,  too,  gliftening  with  dia- 
monds. 'Tis  that  the  French  King  prefented  him.  A  gay 
eftridge  feather,  fir,  carrieth  the  lightnefs  of  the  cofiume,  as 
I  may  fay,  up  to  the  welkin  !     Rubies,  fir.  Rubies  !  only 
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Rubies  !  'Tis  a  fecret,  once  told  me  by  a  Court  lady,  you 
fhould  carry  the  colours  thus." 

«  Mafs !  but  the  Earl  hath  the  leer  of  an  Earl ! " 

«  Go  to!  what  elfe?" 

«  'Tis  the  air  of  a  true  gentleman  ;  no  more,  fir  ;  quiet, 
yet  free." 

"The  late  miftrefs  of  thefe  Halls,  fir,  my  lady  the 
Countefs  of  Leicefter  !  — Cloth  o'  gold  trimmed  with 
fable!" 

"  How  fhe  weareth  the  time !  none  to  a  dark  eye  and 
fine  feature ! " 

"  Ay,  fir,  I  remember  me  " • 

«  By  your  pardon  !  no  one  fhould  call  to  mind  i'  th'  ladies' 

cafe." 

«  True,  fir  !  I  was  but  thinking  how  the  pulpit  wherein 
I  lafl  faw  Mafter  Cartwright " 

«  Oh,  fir,  't  flood  i'  th'  corner,  yonder,  the  players  have 
their  flage  there  now  !" 

«  Good  I  '  Totus  mundus  agit  hijlnonem^  as  they  fay  : 
and  my  Lord  of  Leicefler  himfelf  would  have  made  a  fair 
aflor!" 

"  Well,  my  friend,  you  fhall  haply  get  as  fine  a  fermon 


8  The  Noble-  Traytour, 


from  fome  Players  I  wot  on,  as  profitable  matter  from  the 
befl  o'  your  preachers." 

"  True,  fir,  but  for  the  nonce  I  regard  neither  preacher 
nor  poet.  Pray  you  is  that  the  young  Earl  of  Southampton  ? " 

"  Nay,  nay  !  my  good  Lord  hath  gone  to  France." 

"To  France!  fir?" 

"  Ay:  'tis  on  fome  fecret  mifconftruftion  of  her  Grace." 

My  Lord  and  IVEflrefs  Vernon's  contrail  of  marriage, 
though  openly  vouched,  being  retiredly  made,  fhall  be 
naught  fans  her  allowance. 

"The  poor  lady!" 

"  Poor  indeed,  fir,  and  i'  the  Fleet !  a  double  prifoner 
(for  her  tale  told  itfelf  i'  the  meafure  of  her  girdle.)  The 
fond  Earl  awaits  her  Highnefs's  better  motions  from  beyond 
fea.  'Tis  the  Earl  of  Northumberland  you  admire,  fir  j  my 
Lord's  brother-in-law  that  is  to  be.  A  blue  jerkin  puffed 
and  lined  with  a  primrofe  tawney." 

"  Tis  new,  fir,  is't  not,  that  peafcod  bellied  veil  ?" 

"  Well,  fir,  I  think  not :  though  'tis  rare.  The  blue 
broidering  on  the  foft  taffeta,  fir,  how  doth  it  like  you  ?" 

"  'Tis  tafleful,  methinks.  The  laced  Hops,  too  !  Surely 
my  Lord  is  fancy  fick  ? 
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«  You  fliould  alk  my  Lady  Dorothy,  fir ;  methinks  he 
is  too  fpruce  for  a  difconfolate  lover." 

"  Oh,  fie !  there  be  no  figns  o'  love  about  him.  Nimium 
admiratur  fe  V^ 

«  Where  is  my  Lady  Countefs  of  Effex,  an  't  pleafe  you  ? " 

« 'Tis  file  fitting  befide  the  Percy.  In  her  Lord's 
colours  *,  the  gown  of  filver  tifiue." 

"  Oh,  file  is  wondrous  beautiful !  Her  golden  hair — how 
rich  !  What  a  blefied  face  !  fo  tender,  true — fo  intelligent 
of  afie6lion,  brightened  with  wit !  And  my  little  Lord  ! 
is  that  the  Vifcount  Hereford  i'  the  fcarlet  cafibck  ?" 

"  Indeed,  fir  !  and,  if  order  be  not  taken,  he  fiiall  raze  the 
jewels  from  's  cap  anon." 

*'  Then  fiiall  you  fee  him  as  free  of  his  trinkets  as  my 
Lord  his  father  !" 

"  And  the  young  lady  befide  my  Lord  of  Rutland  ?" 

"  Oh,  'tis  Mifirefs  Sidney !  they  fay  betrothed." 

"  Indeed  !  'tis  a  fweet  child ;  and  hath,  as  one  may  fay, 
good  manners.    Grant  ftie  be  worthy  !" 

"  Let's  fee !  let's  fee — Is  that  Sir  Philip  Sidney's 
daughter  ? " 

«  Ay,  fir!  Is  file  not  fair?" 
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"And  hopeful!" 

"  My  Lord  hath  made  up  his  quarrel  with  Sir  Charles  ?" 

"  Ay  !  you  may  fee  him  (now  my  Lord  Mountjoye)  be- 
fide  the  Lady  Penelope — fhe,  with  the  Countefs  of  Nor- 
thumberland yonder,  in  my  Lord's  colours  ! " 

"  Him  i'  the  black  and  gold  flripes,  eh  ?" 

"  The  fame  with  a  cloud-like  cloke.  Stay,  are  they  not 
going  to  begin  the  play  ? " 

"  Anon,  fir  !  anon  ! " 

"  Is  that  Mafter  Shakspeare,  fir  ?" 

"Where?  where?" 

"  F  the  knot  by  the  arras." 

"'Tis  a  black  knot,  fir;  there  is  but  one  bright  thread 
among  them." 

"  None  o'  your  colours,  fir  !  they  be  all  too  dark  for 
this  noble  prefence." 

"Goto!" 

"  'Tis  a  wife  knot  that,  fir,  let  me  tell  you,  and  fcholarly 
clade ;  howfoever  it  may  look  unfeemly  in  your  gaudy  eye. 
Is  not  that  Sir  Thomas  Bodley  ?  and  that  Mafter  Cuffe  ? 
and  Mafter  Clarencieux  ?  and  Mafter  Wooton  ?  and  that 
churlifh,  four-faced  lad,  with  his  head  awry,  is't  not  Mafter 
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Jonfon  the  Poet  ?  and  I  hope  Will  Shakfpeare  is  feme  one 
not  to  be  hurt  by  your  fcorn  ?" 

"  Your  pardon,  fir." 

"  Go  to  !  fhall  he  not  efcape  ?" 

"  Ay,  marry,  fair  fir,  I  am  fnent." 

"  'Tis  your  defert,  fir — Be  naught  awhile  ! " 

"  I  make  humble-bold  to  afk  one  fo  knowing,  who  may 
be  the  gallant  in  the  fair  blue  fuit  broidered  i'  bullion 
plate?" 

"  He  i'  the  falling  collar,  eh  ?  walking  from  the  players 
towards  the  fine  old  nobleman  ?     Indeed  I  am  at  fault,  fir." 

"  See  !  my  Lord  rifes — goeth  towards  them — taketh 
them  in  each  hand.  You  fhall  not  fee  a  fweeter,  a  more 
welcoming  fmile  than  that." 

"  They  muft  be  fome  country  gentles,  my  Lord's  friends." 

"  The  Earl  falutes  their  ladies." 

"  Mafs  !  what  a  royal  dame  ! " 

"  A  little  homely,  methinks." 

"  There  are  you  miflaken,  fir.  The  fimplicity  of  high 
breeding  carrieth  a  more  natural  grace  than  that  perked 
nicenefs  you  are  better  acquaint  with  in  newfangled  court 
folk." 
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"  You  iliall  not  find  fo  fair  a  creature  as  that  lithefome 
one  belide  lier — no,  not  in  all  London  ! " 

"  Oh,  fhe  is  exquifite  !  the  very  quintelTence  and  conti- 
nent of  all  praife  ! " 

''  Quite  inexpreflive  fhe  !  " 

"  Lovely  ! " 

"  Nature  herfelf !  her  every  motion  !  And  now,  fee ! 
fee !  Mafter  Shakfpeare  cometh  to  make  his  leg  to  thefe 
fair  ones  !  How  he  is  tickled  !  Mafs  !  but  he  is  in  merry 
mood  !  He  hath  fome  o'  his  comedy  Qiieens  in  eye,  I 
warrant  ye — a  new  Silvia  ! " 

"  Which  to  admire  moft,  the  dignity  of  the  dame,  her  fair 
white  hair  fo  adorning  the  dark  blue  velvet  of  her  curtle, 
I  may  fay  more  than  the  lace  of  her  high-piqued  ruff  it- 
felf!  Or  her,  the  paragon,  whofe  cheflnut  braids  hang 
tendril-wife  i'  the  wreaths  o'  pearl,  gracefully  contrafling 
over  her  light-blue  gown  !  Surely  Nature  hath  been  partial 
to  give  fo  fair  a  daughter  to  fuch  a  comely  dame  ! " 

"  Gentlemen,  I  have  learned  thefe  be  of  Sir  Thomas 
Cheney's  family,  from  Bucks,  my  Lord's  beft  lovers." 

"  Indeed !  they  Ihall  be  welcome  to  me." 

"Which  is  Sir  Thomas.?" 
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"  'Tis  he  now  Handing  with  my  lord." 

"He  holdeth  himfelf llraight. " 

"  I  warrant  ye ! " 

"  As  who  fhould  fa)',  '  I  am  a  knight  of  gentle  lineage!'" 

«  True  for  you ! " 

"  He  hath  been  a  flrong  man  and  a  tall  in  his  day." 

"  No  doubt  on't. " 

"  A  merry  eye,  but  a  fad  brow." 

"  A  firm  m.outh,  yet  a  kind  fmile. " 

"  He  hath  a  fweet  motion  o'  the  beard !  you  may  wager 
he  laugheth  " 

"But  with  refpect." 

"  There  is  matter  in  his  argument.  Lo  you,  he  taketh 
my  Lord's  hand  earneftly  " 

"  And  with  a  rule  over  him  " 

"Mafs!  fo'tis." 


"  That  rich  blue  doublet,  flafhed,  puffed,  and  lined  with 
white  fatin,  how  it  " 

«  It  doth— it  doth  " 

"  His  hat,  worn  like  King  Edward's  on  a  fhovel -board 
(hilling!" 

"Hal" 
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"  Doth  it  not  fuit  his  bold  carriage?" 

"  Indeed !  and  his  nether  focks  o'  clean  white  filk — his 
railed  and  piqued  fhoes — the  Provins  rofes  on  'em. " 

"  And  the  collar  of  SS.,  how  comes  he  by  it?" 

"  Oh,  'tis  a  badge  o'  th'  De  Bohuns  " 

«  Why,  is  the  Knight  of  that  il:ock?" 

"  Now,  fir,  the  curtain  is  drawn  afide,  you  fliall  make 
little  o'  your  gift  of  tongues :  borrow  filence  from  the  good 
company.  Pleafe  your  ear  awhile,  your  eyes  fhould  be 
fatisfied." 

"  I  fhould  like,  by  your  leave,  to  hear  Sir  Thomas  fay 
lomething,  and  to  the  purpofe :  he  feemeth  " 

"  Hush,  fu",  the  players !  the  players ! " 

"  How  doft  find  the  comedy,  fair  Helen  ? " 

"  Truly,  dear  Lord,  yon  girl's  not  fhame-faced  enough, 
doffing  her  fardingale  for  men's  hofen.     'Tis  unhandfome." 

"  Oh  !  'tis  the  manner  in  this  kind  o'  Play — a  foreign  ufe." 

"  Methinks  'tis  an  unhonefl  cuftom:  an  abufe  fhould  be 
difufed." 

"What  o'  the  triflful  lady,  then?" 

"  I  cannot  pity  her. " 

"No?" 
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"'Tis  her  own  fault,  minx!  So  pretty  a  Prince 
wooing,  ihe  to  turn  from  him  unmannerly ! " 

"  For  one  of  fo  enfranchifed  a  tongue,  the  Duke,  I  hold, 
is  laggard  and  ill-bred,  fending  Miftrefs  Viola  to  fpeak  that 
for  him  ladies  would  have  no  third  party  privy  to ! " 

"  But  this  is  the  author's  tale,  dear  Dame.  Somewhat, 
haply,  fhall  come  o'  this  vicarious  courtfhip,  and  then  fweet 
Helen  fhall  be  reconciled  to  her  i'  th'  flops." 

"Indeed,  I  hope  fo;  fhe  forrowed  fo  for  her  patient 
filler  o'  th'  monument ! " 

"  My  Thomas  and  I  don't  make  much  of  thefe  long  ways 
to  fhort  ends !  An  the  gentleman  love  the  lady,  let  him 
clap  into 't  roundly,  with  a  *  Wilt  ha'  an  honefl  fellow  to 
thy  hufband?" 

"  Ay,  as  Kang  Harry  Monmouth  faid  to  fair  Katherine 
of  France,  Befs!" 

The  Countefs  of  Effex,  fitting  bye,  heard  all  this.  My 
Lord  taking  it  to  himfelf,  coloured  to  the  hue  o'  his 
ribbons.  My  Lady  laughed,  and  heartily.  None  had 
feen  her  fo  merry  time  out  o'  mind.  Dame  Elizabeth 
thought  fhe  might  have  faid  fomething  provincial.  Miftrefs 
Helen  looked  enquiringly.     My  Lady  Countefs  faid,  "'Tis 
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well ! "  and  fell  to  a  laughing  again,  and  then  my  Lord 
followed  gaily,  with  a  "  Go  to,  Frances !   Go  to ! " 

*'  Well,  fir,  will  this  hold  ?  this  Comedy,  or  'What  you 
Will  '—Eh  ? " 

"  O  'tis  naught  !  " 

«  A  flight  thing  !  " 

"  See,  now,  two  royftering  carpet  Knights  and  a  light 
Wench  difporting  themfelves  on  a  brainlefs  Steward — an 
alfeftioned  afs,  whofe  only  wit  is  to  think  all  that  look  on 
him  muft  love  him." 

"  Belike  'tis  fome  fatire,  fir.  See  !  there's  the  notable 
trick  o'  fingularity  in  fome  one,  aped  to  a  miracle  I  warrant 
ye  !  Why  elfe  doth  he  fmile  so  ?  wear  yellow  flockings, 
crofs  garters,  and  fo  forth  ?  'Tis  more  than  meets  the  eye, 
I'll  wager  !     'Tis  a  dull  jeft  hath  no  fecret  fenfe  in't  !  " 

"  There's  a  qualification  of  fat  Sir  John  o'  the  Hiflory 


n  that  beaftly,  cajoUing  knave  !  " 


"  Only  more  groffnefs,  lefs  wit — eh  ?  " 
"  So  !  and  that  fickly  gentleman,  with  the  confufed  mind 
and  nonfenfical  talk  :  grant  he  have  no  taking  difeafe  !  " 
"  Oh,  fir  !  they  be  all  o'  that  hue  in  Illyria." 
"  What,  art  a  Traveller,  fir  ?  " 
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"  I  have  moved  from  home,  fair  fir." 

«  Ah ! " 

«  Haft  feen  Illyria  ? " 

"  Cannot  fay,  fir ;  but  ha'  been  far  and  near." 

«  To  Jerufalem,  fir  ?  " 

"  Nay,  good  fir." 

«  The  Indies  ? " 

*'  Indeed,  no  ! — you  are  tedious — I  ftayed  in  Calys  !  " 

''  An  univerfal  traveller  !  An  the  Players  get  fight  o* 
you,  they'll  clap  you  into  fome  fit  part,  I  warrant." 

*'  I  think,  fir,  this  be  not  fit  recreation  for  fb  goodly  a 
company." 

"  'Tis  my  mind,  too  ;  only  I  bend  to  their  judgments 
who  have  more  underftanding." 

"  It  feemeth  a  fond  conceit  to  make  the  Clown  the  fole 
wife  one  of  the  fort,  and  yet  no  iffue  of  his  folly  !  " 

''  His  finging,  fweet  fir — you  will  allow  his  breath  ? " 

''  Indeed,  'tis  pretty  and  difpofed  enough.  But  'tis 
naught  to  the  matter." 

"  As  for  the  graver  parts,  I  take  it  they  be  of  the 
Italian  falhion,  dafhed  a  bit  with  our  Euphues'  vein.  Your 
fancy  fick  Duke  i'  th'  dumpes  :  your  breeched  Vir^n  with 
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her  Epicaene  courage  and  her  trembling  rapier :  your  man- 
nerly Countefs  of  the  dolours  ;  they  be  idle,  or  at  beft 
little  worth." 

"  True,  fir  !  Have  with  you  !  'Tis  not  the  love  humours 
of  the  gentles,  but  the  free  venting  of  that  very  gracious 
and  excellent  fooling  that  will  carry  it,  maugre  the  action  o' 
th'  piece." 

"  I  fear,  neighbours,  you'll  be  for  the  tongs  and  the 
bones  anon,  with  your  unlettered  judgments." 

"  Well,  fir,  there  was  no  thought  o'  pleafing  you  when 
we  went  to  fchool !  An'  the  tongs  ha'  no  more  mufic  than 
your  blank  verfe,  I  take  it  there  be  lefs  pith  in  a  profy 
dialogue  than  in  our  marrowbones  !  " 

*'  Go  to,  firrah  !  you  grow  fcurrilous." 

"  For  my  part,  fir,  I'd  liefer  ha'  the  Dancing  to  Song 
that's  promifed." 

"  'Tis  a  new  device  I  have  not  yet  feen.   Childifh,  belike?" 

^*  'Tis  very  grand,  I  affure  you,  fir ;  very  ftately  and 
pleafant.  For  the  Quires  be  placed  aloft,  and  are  accom- 
panied with  fome  broken  mufic  :  the  Ditty  excellently  fitted 
to  the  device." 

"  You  make  me  curious.     May  there  be  a(fling  in  't  ? " 
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"  Nay,  fir,  that  is  a  novel  paflime,  they  fay  from  Venice  : 
— the  other  's  from  Holland  or  Danemark  j  of  a  rougher 
or  more  Allmayne  kind.'* 

"  They  aft  and  fing  their  parts  in  Italy  ? " 

"  Truly,  fair  fir  !  The  voices  be  in  dialogue  :  ftrong  and 
manly — a  bafe  and  perhaps  a  mean,  or  tenor — no  treble 
allowed.  Then,  for  the  Ditty,  'tis  high  and  tragical :  not 
nice  and  dainty.  There  be  feveral  Quires  placed  over 
againft  one  another,  taking  the  voice  Anthem-wife." 

"  You  make  me  admire!    Shall  we  have  fuch  to-night  ?" 

"  I  think  not,  fir.  The  Comedy  will  pelfe  the  time.  A 
dance  or  fong  after  the  Banquet,  and  then  to  bed.'* 

"  For  my  part,  let  the  fongs  be  loud  and  cheerful. 
Rounds  and  catches  !  Three-men  fongs  all,  with  a 
bearing  chorus.  None  o'  your  chirpings  and  pulings  and 
maidenly  treble  pipes  !  Let  the  muiic  likewife  be  iharp  and 
noify,  and  well  placed." 

"  Ah,  fir  !  I  bethink  me  you  will  chufe  the  Mafque  to- 
morrow and  the  Revels,  'fore  thefe  nice  philofophies  and 
fubtleties  of  our  Shakfpeare." 

"  The  Mafque  for  me  !  the  Mafque  !  only  the  Mafque  ! 
Perfians    and    Meffopotamians,    Mufcovites    and    Cretans, 
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Clowns,  Soldiers,  and  Mariners  !  Fools,  Satyrs,  Baboons  ! 
Wild  Men  of  Inde,  Anticks,  Beafts,  Sprites,  Witches, 
Ethiopes,  Pigmies,  Turquets,  Nymphs,  Ruftics,  Cupids, 
moving  Statues  !  oh,  they  be  fine  !  And  for  an  Ante-mafk, 
comical  Angels,  amiable  Giants,  pious  Devils,  and  hideous 
Fairies,  an  Amazon  Pope  or  a  Republican  Empe- 
rour ! " 

"  Well,  fir,  you  ftiall  be  fatisfied  with  monfi:ers,  my  word 
for  't." 

*'  Mafier  Jonfon,  is  he  great  at  a  device  ? " 

"  Of  an  ingenious  turn,  fir." 

"  I  apprehend  his  poetic  imagination  is,  as  it  were,  cramped 
and  difqualified  by  his  abfolute  truth." 

"  Indeed,  and  fapient,  fir  !  " 

"  He  wreftleth,  as  one  may  fay,  one  while  with  Art  then 
with  Nature.     A  Hercules  'twixt  the  two  ferpents." 

"  You  are  of  one  mind  with  my  Lord  Keeper,  fir,  who, 
faying  the  Poets  were  all  liars  in  that  they  feigned,  refufed 
Will  Shakfpeare  fome  trifle  favour." 

"  Ha  !  was  it  fo  .? " 

"  Truly,  fair  fir  !  But  I  hold  'tis  very  pregnant  a  Poet 
in  his  particular  feigning  fhall  fo  touch  general  nature  as  to 
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hit  the  very  truth.  In  which  cafe  there  is  no  juft  oppofi- 
tion  'twixt  Art  and  Nature." 

"  You  are  too  metaphyfical  for  me,  fir." 

"  'Tis  another  error  in  M^fler  Jonfon,  as  I  take  it :  he 
ever  difparageth  other  men's  wits  to  vaunt  his  own  brain." 

"  Well !  'tis  unfeemly." 

"  'Tis  an  eagle  pecking  at  fparrows." 

«  Art  a  Poet,  fir  ? " 

"  Who  ?     I,  fir  ? " 

"  Yea  ! " 

«  Oh  no,  fir— forefend  !  " 

"  How  {lands  Ben's  wit  with  you,  fir  ? " 

"  Biting  fir — Biting  and  Bitter,  as  I  may  fay.'* 

"  It  taftes  rare,  eh?" 

"  They  fay  he  's  tainted." 

"  How  ? " 

"  Why,  fir,  being  in  jail  while  agone,  a  milTioner  Priefl 
claps  him  into  a  pennance,  prefently  he  cometh  out  with  a 
clear  confcience." 

"  Then,  fir,  by  your  leave  not  tainted." 

"  Tainted  in  do6lrine,  fir  !     You  ken  what  I  endeavour." 

"  Well,  my  friend,  granting  I  do  (though  I  mifreliih  your 
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metaphor,  for  'tis  but  a  (linking  figure,  look  you,  at  befl:), 
pray  you  fpeak  more  difcreetly  and  more  charitably  here- 
after." 

"  I  fhall,  fir,  and  thank  you  !  " 

"  Pray,  fir,  what  put  crabbed  Ben  in  prifon  ? " 

"  'Twas  on  an  accufation  of  murther,  fir — an  accufation 
o'  murther.  In  fome  honourable  quarrel,  himfelf  wounded, 
his  adverfary  was  done  to  death." 

"  You  fay  well,  kind  fir,  thefe  peftilent  duels  be  mere 
manflaughter,  howfoever  men  hide  their  abhominable 
pradlice  under  a  curious  card  of  credit." 

"  So  Ben's  a  Papifi:  now  .? " 

"  Ay,  and  thus  the  poor  jail-bird  is  oft  tainted  !  " 

"  And  corrupt !  they,  having  this  charge,  being  negleft- 
ful." 

"  Fly-blown,  one  might  fay  !  " 

"  Oh,  firs,  your  figures  make  me  caft  the  gorge — fare- 
well!" 

"  They  of  Oxford,  gentlemen,  did  you  hear  ?  T'other 
day  at  the  Aifizes,  fome  mifdemeanants  then  on  trial,  the 
flench  o'  them  did  fo  afflicfl  the  common  air  that  'ere 
night  one  judge,  two  fargents,  feveral  of  her  Highnefs's 
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Council,  at  leafl  a  fcore  o*  the  outer  Bar,  not  to  fpeak 
o'  the  Attorneys  (one  Quillet  I  wot  of),  a  tipstaff  (they 
tell  me),  and  four  or  five  javelin  men,  befides  fome  feven 
hundred  others,  incontinently  were  fpotted  ! " 

"  My  goodnefs,  fir  !  and  died  ?  " 

"  Plagued,  fir  !     Plagued  !  " 

"  O'  th'  Rheum,  eh  ? " 

"  Alack  !  Alack  !  Had  they  no  flrong  waters,  fir  ? — • 
nor  Holland,  nor  Geneva  ?  they  be  fovereign  fpecifics." 

"  Indeed  fir,  no  !  The  more  part  had  already  drunk  fo 
deep  o'  thofe  Confolations  they  were  ill  fit  to  be  farther 
jumped ;  fo  they  did  burn  fome  frankinfence,  and  departed 
i'  the  odour,  as  I  may  fay  !  " 

"  Hufh  !     A  filence  there  !  " 

"  See,  firs,  how  my  little  Lord  of  Hereford  toys  with  the 
old  Knight's  fword-hilt." 

"  Ay,  fondling  it,  the  pretty  child  !  " 

"  You'd  fain  hope  the  Vifcount  fhould  come  near  to  the 
Earl's  glory  i'  the  hereafter  time." 

''  'Tis  a  toward  fon,  fir,  fhall  grace  fo  happy  a  fire  ! " 

"  Grant  it !    grant  it " 

"  They  be  come,  Nell !     They  be  come  !  " 
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"  Where  ?  where  ?  I  don't  fee  them  !  Mother  !  Where, 
Will  ? " 

"Hufh!  Hufh!" 

"  They  be  gone  private  to  fhift  their  riding  fuits.  Davy 
faw  'em — told  'Zekiel — he  at  door  told  Chamberlain — he 
my  Lord." 

"  Hufh ! " 

«  Oh,  lift  to— 

*  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin , 
Tell  me  how  thy  lady  does  ! ' 

"  'Tis  fo  fweet— makes  me  think  of  our  little  Robin  at 
home  !  " 

«  Ah  Nell,  dear  !  " 

When  the  A61  was  over,  cometh  in  the  paufe  one 
in  a  purple  damalked  fuit ;  the  doublet  incautloufly  un- 
faflened.  Cloth  o'  filver  lining,  hey  !  And  who  followeth 
in  fcarlet  ?  "  Is  't  the  fafhion  in  Hants,  or  wherever 
elfe  your  brave  worfhips  come  from,  to  wear  the  infide 
o'  your  clothes  outfide,  after  the  Irilh  mode  ? "  quoth 
Tarleton.  Here  is  another  mufl  fhew  you  his  under  veil, 
and  that  not  for  coolnefs  nor  for  the  manner  !  But  when 
an  Efquire  hath  cloth  o'  gold  to  his  cafe,  what  lets  but  he 
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vaunt  it  with  a  flouriih  ?  The  gentlemen  are  right  welcome 
to  my  Lord  and  to  his  Countefs,  to  the  Cheney  family  and 
many  others.  There  be  glad  greetings.  And,  the  play 
being  over,  off  they  wend  to  a  banquet :  trumpets  and 
cornets,  hautboys  and  tabors,  knock  it  and  blow  it  merrily 
for  an  hour  or  two. 


CHAPTER  II. 

''  Go  to  I  Homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  menJ*^ 

I  King  Henry  IV.,  a6l  ii.  fc.  i. 

lis  a  tedious  chronicle  recording  the  follies  of 
great  people.      Let  the  hiftories  of  hereafter 
times   cog   and  glofe   it   as  they   will,   thefe 
annals  fhall  fpeak  the  truth. 

Now  her  Highnefs  had  ftrictly  enjoined  all  the  Maids  of 
Honour  to  keep  a  virgin  ftate  as  much  as  might  be.  'Twas 
a  royal  edict  after  the  antique  vein.  King  Canute,  with  his 
crown  and  fceptre,  he  fitting  in  an  eafy-chair,  the  fycophant 
courtiers  behind,  the  unaccommodating  fea  in  front,  was 
more  modeft  than  her  Grace.  The  heathen  Dane  paid  a 
pretty  compliment  to  the  elements;  but  her  mofl  facred 
Majefly,  Elizabeth,  the  defender  of  our  faith  and  fo  forth, 
would  fain  run  a  tilt  againfl  Nature.     Confider  the  favoury 
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paflies,  the  fpiced  meats,  the  hot  confections,  the  fubtleties, 
the  cuftards,  the  fweet  wines,  the  foft  fack  poffets,  the 
comforting  warm  ales,  the  fugared  toafts,  the  caudled 
gruels,  the  cordial  waters!  Then  the  roufmg  breakfafls, 
the  ftand  to't  o'  the  forenoon,  the  orderly  dinner,  the 
jovial  banquet,  the  cofy  fupper,  the  bye-drinkings  and 
tit-bits,  faucy  flops,  bidngs,  knippings,  fuckings,  taftings, 
and  only  juft  tryings!  Life  was  a  feafl,  no  more — a 
perpetual  roufe  of  fat  things  on  the  leas !  Why,  when  the 
Court  lay  at  Richmond,  'twas  a  Shrovetide  upon  cheefe- 
cakes,  that  too  followed  religioufly  by  a  Lent  on  the  crifp 
white  fry  of  Greenwich;  buck  venifon  in  Windfor; 
Nonfuch  for  the  partridge  and  hares.  If  Jefhurun  waxed 
fat  on  leeks  and  onions,  garlick  and  cucumbers,  verily  the 
young  ladies  of  her  Grace's  houfehold  got  frolickfome — ay, 
and  kicked  on  their  flelh-pots  too.  'Twas  an  everlafting 
holiday  dme  for  a  pugging  tooth ! 

You  fhould  have  feen  the  dancings  they  kept,  not  to 
fpeak  of  your  meafiirely  cinque  pace,  your  folemn  brawl, 
your  galliard  and  coranto.  Here  was  a  Hay  with  a 
vengeance  would  fhake  you  but  to  fee  !  Such  kiffing  and 
buffing,   fmouching   and   flabbering,    uncleanly    handling 
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(Stubbes  faith),  difordinate  geftures,  and  monftrous  thump- 
ing o'  the  feet!  Again,  fuch  flrange  fantaflic  fteps  and 
falvage  ftyle  for  your  Canaries,  clicking  and  rattling  o' 
caftagnets!  "P  faith,"  quod  Richard,  "the  Canaries  they 
drink  defcendeth  to  their  feet ;  all  I  get  mounteth  me  to 
the  brain!   How  is't,  I  know  not!" 

Then  the  rompings,  the  ticklings,  the  fpankings,  they 
carried  on  i'  the  Summer  nights ;  the  ladies  playing  with 
their  bolflers;  old  Knollys  up  in  his  bed-gown  to  filence 
them  with  his  fmall  ftore  of  book  learning ;  her  difturbed 
Grace  Happing  their  palpable  parts  with  a  fmart  faying  or 
two,  to  the  purpofe  ye  may  warrant !  The  Captain  o'  the 
Guard,  or  who  elfe  in  fault,  'twas  not  he.  Maids  of 
honour,  they  fay,  be  fair  game  for  lords  in  waiting,  a 
naughty  faying  ;  yet  if  there  be  fnuffs  and  packings  'mongft 
the  courtiers,  why  not  coaxings  and  toyings  atween  the 
houfehold?  Balance  the  matter  with  fome  human  element, 
pray,  let  not  the  devil  have  it  all  his  own  way.  'Tis  all 
practice.  Her  Highnefs  while  agone  failed  to  make  her 
flatefmen  friends ;  ftie  ihall  have  as  little  fuccefs  i'  the 
handling  her  women,  now  fhe  hath  fet  them  in  a  motion. 

The  Lady  Mary,  niece  of  that  warped  flip  o'  Wildernefs, 
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Harry  Howard,  was  a  pretty  girl.  One  day,  failing  to  bear 
her  Highnefs's  mantle  and  other  furniture  feemly,  and  on 
the  inflant  order,  the  Queen  waited  for  the  maid.  Again, 
the  Lady  Mary  was  not  i'  the  Chapel :  no,  nor  at  board  •, 
neither  i'  the  Hall,  when  fhe  fhould  have  carried  the  cup 
o'  grace  into  the  Privy  Chamber. 

Her  Majefty  rebuked  the  Lady  Mary.  The  maid  gave 
an  unhandfome  taunt,  as  chidden  ones  will,  even  to  royal 
ladies.  She  was  a  more  tender  morfel,  forfooth,  than  fome 
llie  wot  on!  The  Queen's  choler,  look  you,  was  not 
appeafed  when  evidence  came  that  the  Lady  Mary  had 
received  much  favour  and  fome  marks  of  love  from  the 
Earl  of  ElTex,  whofe  company  ftie  was  fond  to  entertain, 
attiring  her  perfon  prettily  fo  as  to  win  his  regard.  For, 
befide  the  mifchief  of  the  a(5l,  here  was  an  indignity  put  on 
one  whom  my  Lord  fhould  have  been  more  careful  to 
pleafe. 

For  a  touch  o'  the  Queen's  humour. 

Her  Grace,  being  advertifed  how  matters  flood  between 
the  Earl  and  my  Lady  Mary,  sendeth  privily  for  a  certain 
gown,  one  the  poor  girl  had  painfully  devifed  to  'tice  and 
captivate  my  Lord's  fancy.     It  was  very  fine  ;  made  orderly 
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and  well,  fnip  and  nip  and  cut,  and  llifh  and  llafh,  according 
to  the  fafhion  and  the  time  ;  more  quaint,  pleafmg,  and 
commendable  could  not  be  feen.  A  loofe-bodied  gown, 
with  a  fmall  compafTed  cape,  trunk  lleeves;  what  more 
could  you  wilh?  Of  Lyons  velvet,  a  mixed  colour,  rare 
and  rich  to  the  beholding,  bordered  with  a  changeable 
taffeta  too,  powdered  with  gold  and  feed-pearl,  faced  and 
braved  after  the  testified  note.  Was't  not  a  gown  to  fpeak 
of?  There  were  more  than  my  Lady  Mary  thought  they 
could  win  any  Earl's  favour  in  that  drefs,  fo  envious  was 
it.  And  how  modeft  they  who  hold  they  cannot  charm 
without  fuch  poor  adornment!  This  gown  her  Grace 
now  putteth  on,  look  you.  But  my  Lady  being  but  fhort 
befide  her  Majeify,  thofe  wonderful  filk  ftockings  Mafter 
Doctor  Lee  had  given  her  Grace  now  were  displayed  more 
than  our  fafhions  could  fuffer,  or  the  old  fwelHng  i'  the 
royal  leg  advantaged. 

"  Go  to  ! "  quoth  her  Grace,  "  doth  it  not  fadge  ? " 

"  Ah  ! "  faith  one  o'  the  women,  amazed. 

«  Hum  ! "  faith  another,  mufmgly. 

«  Beeaautiful !  "  apoftrophifed  a  third. 

«  Gorgis  !  "  exclaimed  a  fourth  without  a  fenfe  to  it. 


Her  Grace  Desce?ideth,  3 1 

Some  turned  up  their  eyes  in  afFe6tioned  admiration,  others 
caft  down  their  brows  as  aihamed  to  deny  their  confciences. 
Only  Tarleton  faid,  "  'Tis  a  Phyfician's  remedy — pretty 
enough  without  j  but  plaguy  bitter  within  ! " 

"  Go  to  !  "  quoth  her  Grace  to  my  Lady  Mary.  "  'Tis 
too  ihort  for  us — eh  ? " 

"Yea,  Madam!" 

"  'Tis  too  mean  for  our  royal  perfon,  is't  not  ? " 

"Yea,  Madam!" 

"  Ha  ! "  quoth  her  Grace,  with  a  fcorn.  "  Then  if  it 
become  us  not,  as  being  too  fliort,  we  are  minded  it  fhall 
never  become  thee,  as  being  too  fine  !  We  are  i'  the  mind 
•'tis  fit  for  neither  ! "  Saying  which,  with  an  heroical  flate 
and  mincing  gefture  commingled  admirably,  her  Majefly  re- 
tired. 'Tis  the  Miflrefs  o'  the  Wardrobe  knoweth  of  the 
coat :  none  elfe. 

Another  of  a  foft  heart,  loving  the  Earl  with  flill  more 
familiarity,  carrying,  as  they  fay,  a  venew  under  the  girdle  as 
an  oflent  of  her  frailty,  her  Grace  forgave  (look  you)  on 
promife  of  amendment  and  no  future  flips.  Poor  Miftrefs 
Vernon,  though  fhe  had  afked  leave,  might  not  marry  my 
good  Lord  Southampton.     So  you  fee  the  proverb  holds. 
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Jack  may  not  peep  over  the  hedge  while  Tom  be  let  rob 
the  orchard.  Mftrefs  Southwell,  though  a  mother,  is  yet 
a  maid  of  honour.     My  lady,  a  wife,  is  fhamed. 

Now,  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  Miflrefs  Throckmor- 
ton. Sir  Walter  Ralegh  hath  made  her  amends  •,  and  her 
Grace  is  reconciled.  But  t'other  day  i'  the  privy  Galleries 
the  Queen  calls — 

"  Ha  !  who  have  we  here  ?" 

"  Your  Highnefs's  fervants,  RufTell  and  Brydges." 

"  What  make  you  here  ?  '* 

"  Gracious  Madam  " ■ 

"  What  make  you  here,  eh  .'*" 

"  Your  Highnefs  " 

"  Go  to  !  Go  to ! "  quoth  her  Majefty,  thrufling  them 
back.  Anon  fhe  mifleth  them.  One,  a  confederate,  ex- 
cufeth  with  a  plea  of  phyfic. 

"  By  the  body  of "  quoth  her  Grace,  "  and  without 

our  leave  ?  Ha  ! " 

The  girls  had  gone  thorow  the  privy  chambers  into  the 
cofFer  chamber ;  then  down  into  the  bafe  court — thence  to  the 
field,  where  the  Earl  of  Eflex  and  fome  other  gallants  were 
playing  a  ballon  of  football,  vehemently,  and  to  the  great 


EJfex  Confejfeth  fomewhat.  3^ 

pleafure  of  all  byeflanders.     He  would   not   delight   the 
Queen,  coming  any  clofer. 

'Twas  in  fuch  free  company  my  Lord  ufed  himfelf.     And 

there  were  not  wanting  thofe  who  laid  many  things  more 

to  his  charge  than  either  he  or  they  knew  the  meafure  of. 

You  fhould  have  feen  the  letter  my  Lady  Bacon  wrote  him 

of  the  incorrigible  unfhamefacednefs  of  fome ;  exampling 

his  making  of  his  own  fweet  Countefs's  heart  forrowful,  to 

the  hindrance  of  her  young  fruit  from  time  to  time.   'Twas  a 

ftern  teflimony  againfl  backfliding,  that — with  all  the  fine 

quotations  and  folemn  warnings  of  it !    Then  how  my  Lord 

took  the  fame  flatly  and  kindly ;  vowing  that  he  had  rather 

with  the  poor  publican  fmite  his  breaft,  lie  proftrate  and  con- 

fefs,  than  Pharifaically  juflify  himfelf !     How  he  protefted 

'gainfl  fome,  admitted  others  !   "  You  (hall  call  me  naughty 

and  difpofed,  an  you  lift,  Madam,  not  an  hypocrite :  nor  yet 

fo  unchafle  as  they  fay,  howfoever."    Was  not  that  good  ? 

But  'twas  the  talk  o'  the  town  :  for  Effex  his  doings  were 

like  the  Kalendar.     Folk  mufl  ever  be  inquiring,  "  What 

o'  the  weather  ?  How  o'  my  Lord  ?"    A  jeering  fellow,  one 

Jack  Wilfon  (you  know  him),  playing  at  the  Friars    in 

*  Love's  Labour  Loft/  a  fpacious  comedy,  raifed  a  pretty 
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laugh  with  his  "  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book,"  all  the 
barren  fpectators  knowing  well  of  my  Lord's  "  faireft  B.," 
whom  and  what.  And  this  taking  the  ears  o'  the  ground- 
lings, Wilfon  flinteth  not,  in  the  ballad  o'  Romeo  and  Juliet 
(Mr.  Shakfpeare's),  to  injeft  his  joke  again.  "  R.  is  for  the 
dog :"  hoping  there  were  few  who  knew  not  how  her 
Majefty  with  a  round  oath  had  faid,  "  Earl  Robin  was  a  mere 
Dogge  i'  the  Court." 

Now  to  match  thefe  evil  doings  with  fome  good  deeds. 

Awhile  agone,  of  a  furfeit,  died  Sir  Roger  Williams,  a 
notable  commander  and  faithful  comrade.  Profligate 
though  ;  and  a  notorious  evil  liver.  Him  my  Lord  had  at 
one  time  much  jumped  with  concernful  difcourfe.  For 
proof :  By  this  one's  laft  confeflion,  'twas  my  Lord  faved 
his  foul ;  learning  him  to  make  a  finer  end  than  in  a 
delirium  tremefis,  or  a  melancholy  moor  ditch-repining  at 
elapfed  and  confifcate  pleafures.  This  Knight,  therefore, 
having  a  juft  feeling  of  his  end,  parted  well  and  very 
repentant ;  all  rites  feemly  and  fitting  as  you  could  wifh. 
So  EiTex  by  Teflament  was  willed  his  little  all.  The  poor 
honefl  man's  emblem  of  that  treafured  kin dnefs,  which  neither 
jewels  of  filver  nor  jewels  of  gold,  intereft  money,  nor  ready 
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money,  plate,  garments,  nor  yet  horfes  (fir)  could  recompen- 
fate  !  And  the  Earl,  not  to  decline  from  fo  noble  a  friend- 
fliip,  caufed  the  body  to  be  buried  in  S.  Paul's  in  high  ftate, 
and  after  a  martial  fort  j  fpending  all  the  legacy  thereon. 

My  Lord  Burghley  too,  when  he  had  lived  long  enough 
to  nature,  long  enough  to  his  glory,  but  (as  fome  faid)  not 
long  enough  to  his  country,  rendered  his  foul  to  God  by 
a  quiet  death.  At  his  funeral  Eifex  carried  the  heavieft 
countenance  of  all  the  company  -,  for  though  the  Treafurer 
had  been  hard  upon  him  from  his  youth  up,  EfTex  was  too 
generous  not  to  bury  that  evil  memory  in  the  grave ;  letting 
live  the  hope  that  he  who  had  been  fo  faithful  to  his  Queen 
and  country  was  an  honefl  and  worthy  man ;  and  not  per- 
haps, unkindly,  though  himfelf  woted  not. 

It  was  he,  you  remember,  ihewed  my  Lord  thofe  noble 
Pfalms  civ.  and  cvii.,  which  the  Earl  in  his  voyages  caufed 
to  be  read  and  improved  upon  (as  the  phrafe  is),  to  the  fur- 
prife  and  behoof  of  the  mariners  and  other  incautelous  and 
defperate  men.  But  truly,  my  Lord  was  minded  this  way 
Timothy-hke ;  having  been  trained  to  holinefs,  though  he 
had,  whilil,  lived  unvirtuoully.  And,  as  one  of  his  degree 
may,  was  ufed  to  read  his  Bible  in  his  houfe,  orchard,  and 
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garden,  as  time  and  leifure  ferved,  quietly  and  orderly. 
As  a  captain  in  the  Wars  would  he,  in  his  harangues,  cote 
whole  pafTages  therefrom  in  a  clear  and  round  voice,  thus 
enforcing  them,  as  was  accuftomed  in  the  army  ere  that 
notable  ftatute  34  and  35  of  the  Great  Defender  of  our 
Faith,  ICing  Henry  VIII. 

And  for  a  tender,  compaflionate  vein.  At  whofe  charges, 
pray,  was  Edmund  Spencer  buried  in  S.  Peter's,  Wefl- 
minfter,  if  not  at  my  Lord's  ?  Not  furely  at  Sir  Walter 
Ralegh's.  'Tis  another  matter,  look  you,  to  be  patron  of 
a  living  genius,  than  to  pay  the  coils  of  a  dead  poet. 
By  thofe  Irifh  rebels  wantonly  caft  out  of  his  unhappy 
dwelling,  defpoiled  of  his  pelting  goods,  cruelly  fcorned, 
the  Bard  o'  Mulla  had  come  back  to  England  poorer  than 
he  left  it.  And  nov/  that  he  died,  his  hearfe  was  carried 
by  Poets,  and  mournful  verfes  thrown  into  his  tomb  ! 

Vainly  had  he  gotten  him  into  a  folitary  place,  far  from 
the  bufy  haunt  of  men,  the  hum  of  cities,  and  domeflical 
ftirs !  Hopelefsly  hoped  he  to  have  leifure  and  room  for 
meditation,  if udy,  and  the  Mufes'  vifits !  Oh !  who  is  the 
Eremite  hath  found  peace  in  his  fecluded  cell  ?  Tell  me,  O 
retired  one !  where  you  have  heard  no  jars  ?     Bid  me  to  the 
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Antres  vafl:  of  fome  idle  defart  j  there  fhall  the  Eternal 
buzz  of  infect  life  fwarm  me  to  madnefs !  Begone,  then,  to 
the  very  Poles  j  howling  winds  and  cralhing  mountains 
forbid  a  filence!  In  the  forefl,  I  Ihall  hear  the  roaring 
beaft ;  in  the  fwamp,  the  croaking  frog.  On  the  wild  fea, 
perpetual  motion  fhuts  out  all  tranquillity.  In  very  peace, 
difquiet!  Oh,  fond,  phrenzied  Poet !  Oh,  prepofterous 
fhepheard!  There  is  no  reft  below  the  Welkin.  Go 
from  thy  miferable  lodging  in  a  defolate  old  ruin — from  thy 
uncharitable  and  lonely  home!  Go  to  the  noisy,  hurly- 
burly  crowd  of  thy  fellow-creatures,  where  thou  fhalt 
haply  find  lefs  difturbance  !  There,  at  leaft,  fhalt  thou  die 
untroubled,  gentle  fpirit !  Near  old  Father  Chaucer  lay  thy 
honoured  bones,  where  the  ethereal  duft  of  kindred  genius 
fhall,  to  all  time,  hallow  thy  quiet  grave ! 

But  to  the  matter  in  hand.  Now  Effex  lay  Tick  in  the 
Countefs  of  Leicefter's  houfe,  at  Wanftead,  whither  he  had 
been  carried  on  a  litter.  There  is  none  to  a  mother's  bofom 
for  a  fon's  forrows !  My  Lord,  who  would  rather  mend 
than  cover  his  faults,  believing  'twas  as  eafy  to  do  the  one  as 
attempt  the  other,  was  ill  pleafed  with  himfelf  touching  many 
matters,  efpecially  in  the  cafe  of  his  "faireft  B.,"  and  it  was 


38  The  Noble  Traytour. 


not  to  his  wife  that,  as  yet,  his  ftomach  would  let  on  the 
caufe  of  his  diftemperature.  You'd  hardly  bring  him  to  that 
fhrift  yet !  "  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,"  faith  a  great  Philofopher 
— "  a  ftrange  thing  that  nature  will  cotinfel  us  to  lament  our 
moft  perfifted  deeds."  And  the  reafon :  'Tis  for  "  by  peni- 
tence wrath's  appeafed."  Without  repentance,  what  is  man  ? 
"  Ambition  is  like  choler,  which  is  a  humour  that  maketh 
men  active,  earneft,  full  of  alacrity  and  ftirring,  if  it  be  not 
Aopped.  But  if  it  cannot  have  its  way,  it  becometh  aduif, 
and  thereby  malign  and  venomous."  AfFuredly  Mafter 
Francis  had  his  eye  on  Earl  Robert  now,  for  it  had  been 
the  very  fame  with  Earl  Walter.  Though  he  died  of  a 
flux,  as  you  have  heard,  'twas  not  without  aduflion  of 
choler,  the  phyficians  faid ;  and  as  the  countenance,  fo  the 
conditions  o'  the  body,  efpecially  in  thofe  of  high  lineage, 
be  often  hereditary,  either  through  the  evil  influences  of 
thofe  celeflial  bodies  which  prefide  over  our  natures  being 
then  again  operant  when  we  are  born,  or  by  fome  other 
more  fecret  law,  who  knoweth  ?  Certain  it  is,  that  the 
noble  family  of  Devereux  for  three  generations  were  of  the 
fame  complexion,  and  thirty-fix  years  of  age  the  uttermofl: 
fcope  to  which  any  of  them  attained. 
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Now  EiTex  was  of  fach  temper  that,  had  he  not  to  do 
what  would  roufe  and  bufy  his  faculties  to  their  full  bent, 
making  him,  as  it  were,  fweat  at  the  prefent  labour  of  his 
affairs,  he  would  anon  become  overcaft  and  discontent, 
looking  upon  men  and  matters  with  an  evil  eye.  Call  it 
what  you  will,  his  fpleen  was  i'  the  fault.  Thefe  cloudy 
vapours  to  difpel,  this  bad  alpe6t  to  avert,  would  he  play 
violently  Tennis  one  while.  Ballon  another,  GofF,  Quoits, 
or  fuch  like:  ay,  till  the  heat  of  his  blood  fhould  flake 
itfelf  in  its  own  mood.  But  in  the  field  fervice,  on  the 
great  horfe — nay,  in  a  fea-iight — in  batterings  o*  walls, 
flormings  of  citadels,  captures  of  cities,  i'  the  imminent 
deadly  breacli,  in  contefls  of  troups,  and  encounters  hand 
to  hand,  in  adventures,  in  exploits,  where  was  rifk  and 
glory,  honour  and  peril  •,  nay,  even  at  the  barriers  and  in 
jouffs,  where  but  fhouts  and  childifh  triumphings  rewarded 
him,  there  his  courage  gat  vent  and  fcope,  and  his  chival- 
rous and  fiery  fpirit  took  vantage  ground.  EfTex  was 
himfelf  again !  None  but  himfelf  coidd  be  his  paragon,  for 
in  fuch  who  was  fo  capable,  fo  patient,  fo  relpe6five  } 
*Twas  then  his  whole  being  might  be  witnefsed  in  its  fit 
element :  to  wit,  glorious  ftrife  and  emulation,  "  Aut  Cafary 
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aiit  'NullusV^  And  thus  ruled  his  generous  heart  that 
religion  which  gave  life  to  his  every  act.  There  was  Love 
and  Duty,  and  as  little  felf  as  might  be.  Here  was  a  true 
hero. 

But  now  reverfe  the  cafe.  Let  my  Lord  be  reftiif. 
He  is  vexed,  who  knoweth  him  ?  He  eateth  his  meat 
grudgingly :  as  who  fhould  fay,  "  *Tis  overdone  and  indi- 
geftible,"  or, "  'Tis  undreffed,  and  therefore  naught — away ! " 
Then  would  he  make  four  faces  at  his  beft  friends  :  be 
filent,  or,  if  he  fpake,  foreboding,  complaining,  exceptious. 
'Tis  but  a  fluffed  and  engroffed  intefline  which  gives  this 
tawny  hue  to  his  mind.  And  prefently  the  melancholy  of 
his  fpirit  fhall  play  upon  the  heavinefs  of  his  body.  You 
fhall  find  him  then  hearkening  to  fome  painful  wailings  o' 
the  Genevan  Shades,  his  throbbing  temples  vifioning  their 
dark  and  horrid  fymbols,  his  whole  foul,  as  it  were,  fteeped 
to  the  very  throat  in  the  Acheron  of  their  dire  forebodings. 
The  Chirurgeons  fay  my  Lord  aileth.  The  Prefbytery  have 
it,  the  convi6l  fmner  is  a  convertite ! 

Another  while  (flill  Tick)  would  the  Earl  be  lafhed  into 
an  irafcible  madnefs  ;  his  phrenzied  nerves  fhaking  the  very 
wits  out  of  him. 
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My  Lord  hath  ever  a  lofty  fenfe  of  his  own  height,  and 
a  quick  apprehenfion  of  injuries.  You  (hall  take  care  at 
fach  times  how  you  come  near  him  with  a  Thwart  or  a 
Plea  :  meafure  your  fcant  ftature  by  his  arrogant  pretenfion, 
or  tread  too  clofe  on  his  greatnefs  with  your  unqualified 
foot !  He  hath  that  opinion  of  his  reputation  'tis  not  fafe  to 
put  a  flight  upon  him. 

And  now  Shrovetide  hath  thickened  his  blood,  temperate 
though  he  be.  And  there  were  no  wars  nor  no  playings 
toward  ;  when  'twould  have  taken  the  befl  o'  them  to 
cleanfe  his  ftagnant  crudities  and  peccant  humours.  One 
telleth  him  the  Queen  was  refolved  to  break  him  of  his 
Will,  and  pull  down  his  proud  heart.  He  had,  forfooth, 
played  long  enough  on  her ;  now  (he  muft  play  awhile  on 
him.  This  mended  not  his  bruife,  which  before  was  borne 
with  a  contempt.  *'  What  I  owe  as  a  fubje6f,"  quoth  he, 
bitterly,  "  I  know ;  and  what  as  an  Earl  and  Marflial  of 
England.  To  ferve  as  a  fervant  and  a  Have  I  know  not ! 
If  I  fhould  acknowledge  myfelf  guilty,  I  fhould  be  injurious 
to  the  Truth  and  to  the  Authour  of  Truth.  I  have  received 
wounds  all  my  body  over.  Having  received  this  fcandal, 
flatly,    'tis   impiety  to  ferve.     Cannot  Princes   err  ?     Can 
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they  not  wrong  their  fubjefts  ? "  and  more  to  the  fame 
effect  did  he  fpleenfuliy  utter.  Her  Grace  knew  of  thefe 
things  prefently. 

And,  befide  thofe  compunftious  vifitings  in  the  matter  of 
"  B.,"  there  were  not  wanting  at  this  jun6lure  comfortlefs 
fages  who  gave  him  a  lobation  that  he  could  ill  ftomach  : 
telling  him,  forfooth,  how  all  his  mifchances  had  original  in 
his  own  mifdeeds  :  how  he  fhould  reveal  his  fecrets  ;  bearing 
himfelf  as  a  fmner :  not  in  the  old  guife  of  paper  and 
fheet,  but  in  a  moral  mefs  of  dufl  and  afhes. 

Verily  the  poor  Earl  of  Effex  w^as  in  fid  plight !  No 
hero  now,  but  a  poor  miferable  man ;  unable  to  anfwer  for 
himfelf,  or  turn  out  the  queftioners.  Tormented  by  remorfe, 
by  the  Queen,  by  the  preachers,  by  the  prudes,  by  pains  in 
his  loins,  by  forenefs  in  his  bones,  by  aches  in  his  head,  by 
growlings  and  meagrims  within  and  without :  by  dolours 
and  tremours  of  body  and  foul ;  by  horrible  imaginings, 
fears,  tortures,  and  pinches — a  hot  difeafe  and  cold  com- 
fort. Now  the  diftemperature  of  his  fpleen  gave  that 
hue  to  his  religion  made  it  worfe  than  profitlefs  ;  for  he 
more  feared  the  Devil  than  loved  or  truiled  God ! 


CHAPTER   III. 


'*  There's  nehr  a  one  of  you  but  trujls  a  hiave 
That  mightily  deceives  youT 

Tim.  Ath.,  aft  v.  ^c  i. 

HE  Lord  Burghley  deceafed,  and  the  Earl  of 
EfTex  retired,  who  but  Mailer  Secretary  fhall 
have  the  packing  o'  the  cards  ?  And  lo !  in 
good  time,  befide  her  Grace's  chair,  the  Captain  o'  the 
Guard  again.  Some  have  the  advantage  of  my  Lord's 
dumps  ! 

Sir  Robert  Cecyl  is  the  man  in  eye.  'Tis  he  knoweth 
the  tricks  o'  the  game  !  Truly  he  beareth  not  the  gravity 
of  his  father,  muffled  as  it  were  in  a  Spanilh  cloke ;  his  is 
rather  the  loofe  'haviour  of  a  fantaftic  Frenchman,  under 
which  you  fhall  fee  his  wit  fparkle  anon. 


Now  the  old  Treafurer  was  o'  the  Peace.     One  for 
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letting  things  'bide ,  with  a  faw  of  "  Little  governing,  lefs 
difcontent."  And  another,  "  All  goeth  well  where  is  no 
fhew  of  rule ; "  faying  often  and  very  fafely,  "  Let  us  go 
on  as  we  are ! "  and  again  with  a  fliake  of  's  head,  "  Tis 
the  very  birth  o'  your  untimely  ftirs,  thefe  interferences  o' 
the  ftate."  "  Change  breedeth  change  :  for  what  you  alter 
to-day  you  muft  repair  to-morrow."  And,  as  my  Lord  came 
to  his  chair-days,  he  was  more  folemn  on  this  point.  But 
the  red  ferret  Mailer  Secretary  would  ufe,  was  alone  enough 
to  fhew  him  fit  for  all  affairs  •,  'twas  his  natural  and  his 
hereditary  vocation.  Both  from  necefHty  and  by  choice  he 
was  prone  to  ftatecraft — and  'twould  go  hard  if  he  did  not 
better  fome  enfamples  and  inftruftions  that  came  in  his  way. 
Like  Walfmgham,  he  mufl  be  doing.  He  mufl  have  his 
plots,  his  counterplots.  He  mufl:  have  his  writings  and 
cypherings,  his  fecret  figures  and  fecret  intelligencers.  And, 
if  he  goeth  a  drachm  or  fo  beyond  Sir  Francis'  prefcriptions, 
they  fay  he  is  whilfl  within  a  fcruple  of  fome  of  Leicefler's 
receipts.  Certain  it  is,  na'th'lefs,  he  hath  not  the  religious 
ends  of  the  one,  nor  the  daring  means  o'  the  other :  but 
you  (hall  know  more  of  him  by  and  by. 

There  were  two  competitors  for  the  office,  and  yet  they 
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kept  good  quarters  between  themfelves  j  nay,  they  would 
confer  one  with  another  upon  the  bufinefs.  And  the  one 
of  them  faid,  that  to  be  a  Secretary  in  the  Declination  of  a 
Monarchy  was  a  ticklifh  thing ;  and  that,  for  his  part,  he 
did  not  afFefl  it.  The  other  ftraight  caught  up  thefe  words  ; 
difcourfing  with  divers  of  his  friends,  that  he  (forfooth)  had 
no  reafon  to  defire  to  be  a  Secretary  in  the  Declination  of 
a  Monarchy.  Then  the  firfl  man  took  hold  of  it,  finding 
means  it  {hould  be  told  to  the  Queen  ;  who,  hearing  of  the 
Declination  of  a  Monarchy  (that  old  bug  i'  the  ear),  took  it 
fo  ill  as  fhe  would  never  after  hear  of  the  other's  fuit. 

Sir  Robert  Cecyl  is  now  in  place.  Sir  Thomas  Bodley 
goeth  difconfolate  to  Oxford;  there,  with  my  Lord  of  EfTex's 
better  help  (the  Don  Jerome's  books  to  wit),  founding  that 
noble  library  which  'tis  faid  the  ftudents  of  hereafter  time 
fhall  not  be  learned  enough  to  read.  And  of  what  Decli- 
nation did  they  fpeak  ?  Was  it  not  that  her  Grace  was 
yet  childlefs,  whereas  the  Infanta  had  been  betrothed  to  the 
Cardinal  Albert  ?  Go  to  !  But  truly,  yea  !  And  this 
was  Philip's  lafl  fcheme.  To  what  machinations  might  it 
not  lead  ?  Here  was  a  Celebat,  with  his  very  epifcopal 
fignet  ring  had  concluded    himfelf  in  vinculo  inatrimonii! 
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With  his  flaming  hat,  one  nnight  fay  in  a  heathen  figure, 
fanning  up  Hymen's  torch !  What  fhould  this  bode  ? 
More  Armado  ?  Oh,  for  Mafter  Knox  now  !  Had  he 
lived  to  our  day,  would  he  not  have  founded  a  blafl  of  his 
Proteftant  trumpet  againfl  the  monftrous  regiment  of  Baby- 
lon and  fcarlet  {lockings  ! 

Well,  Sir  Robert  hath  the  care  of  State  affairs.  To  fee 
him  bring  bills  to  the  Queen  !  'Twas  a  fine  thing  obferv- 
ing  his  eyej  how  it  waited  on  that  royal  lady;  how, 
through  the  tranfparency  of  her  Grace's  countenance,  he 
fought  to  fpy  the  fecrets  of  her  politic  heart.  Yet  how, 
when  file  frowned,  with  a  demure  abafing  of  his  glances 
he  would  feem  to  retire  from  fo  fublime  an  afpe6l.  And 
again,  when  her  Highnefs  fmiled,  how  he  would  rally  and 
encourage  his  quelled  fpirit  j  leading  the  difcourfe  off  into 
fome  utter  bufmeffes  of  the  Commonwealth,  mofl  contrary 
to  that  in  hand ;  toying  and  playing  with  the  Majefi:y  of 
England  as  a  fond  Angler  praftifeth  on  a  feely  trout ! 
And  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  watched  him.  There  be  yet  rats 
behind  the  Arras  !  "  Go  to,"  quoth  he  j  «  Sir  Robert  hath 
the  fiiuffling  o'  the  pack,  but  a  hafn't  the  trump  card  yet !" 
A  while  agone,  when  her  Grace  willed  all  her  courtiers  to 
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be  friendly,  the  Captain  o'  the  Guard  did  entertain  the 
Secretary  with  a  fine  banquet  and  a  choice  new  play. 
Then  was  there  no  lack  of  comfits  and  fubtleties,  nor  no 
bad  a6ling  in  "  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,"  for  "  Totus 
mundus  agit  hijlrionem  ! "  and,  with  much  proteflation  of  a 
mutual  regard,  thefe  two  went  down  to  Dover  what  time 
that  mifTion  to  France  was  afoot.  Sir  Walter  (look  you) 
needed  fome  fteps  to  his  ladder  ere  he  could  rife  to  the 
level  of  his  hopes.  And  out  of  that  conjected  coalition, 
here  was  a  rung  or  round  turned  for  his  climbing.  Cecyl 
and  my  Lord  making  refpeftive  concefTion,  Ralegh  and  Sir 
Robert  Sydney  fhould  be  brought  into  the  Privy  Council. 
But  her  Grace  would  have  her  nayword  to  that  too.  She 
made  Sydney  her  Vice-Chamberlain,  and  kept  Sir  Walter 
— in  his  place. 

Mafler  Secretary  was  well  pleafed,  defiring  nothing  lefs 
than  fuch  a  jangling  Jack-o'-the-Clock  as  Ralegh  in  the 
Council.  For  the  ftatefman  quailed  under  the  ingenious 
adventurer.  But  fmall  folk  muft  ftand  on  tall  men's 
fhoulders  an  they  would  reach  the  apples  :  and  big  bodies 
ufe  little  hands  for  light  thefts.  So  thefe  two  fwing  i'  the 
balance  !    Known  unto  all  is  the  packing  of  thefe  and  the 
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Lord  Cobham.  "  Here,"  faid  Tarleton,  "  is  a  philofopher, 
a  knave,  and  a  fool,  with  a  vengeance  !  A  pi(5lure  of  *  We 
three  complete,'  and  I  not  in't." 

Now  Ralegh  had  gone  again  to  the  Indies  :  and  he 
came  from  Guiana  rich  beyond  all  precedent.  Realms 
and  iflands  were  as  plates  dropped  from  his  pockets. 
Every  one  fees  how  bravely  he  lavifheth  •,  none  gueffing 
the  value  of  his  fpoil.  In  luxury,  in  equipage,  above  all 
in  drefs,  he  would  vie  with  the  befl: ;  and  that  with  an 
Oilent  of  glory  not  a  little  infolent  in  one  of  his  condition. 
You  have  feen  his  Diamond  doublet,  fo  they  call  it  ?  His 
Emerald  hat,  then  ?  His  exceeding  fair  Jewel  ?  'Tis  faid 
what  precious  ftones  fall  from  him  o'  Court  days  would 
furnifh  forth  an  expedition.  Sir  Walter  infinitely  defireth 
to  be  a  Baron,  and  carrieth  it  thus  beforehand ;  as  who 
fhould  fay,  "  What  a  fine  Lord  this  ICnight  fhall  make  ! " 
— "  Her  Grace  cannot  chufe  but  raife  him  to  the  ftyle  and 
dignity  of  a  Peer  ! " 

'Tis  enough  for  a  favoured  courtier  to  afk  fome  little 
patent  or  monopoly  from  her  Grace.  Some  one  muft  oc- 
cupy in  thefe  things.  Whofo  putteth  it  lowly  enow 
fhall  have  her  Highnefs'  pleafure,  as  Mafier  Horner  in  the 
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late  King  Henry's  time  got  many  pickings,  none  elfe  ally- 
ing for  them.     So  Sir  Walter  now-a-days. 

"  We  three  "  broach  this  matter.     Cobham  objefts. 
"  *Tis  not  her  Grace's  ufe  to  make  peers  of  fuch  ! " 
"  Such  what  ?"  faith  the  Kjiight. 
"  Of  your  order,"  faith  the  other,  difquietly. 
''  Whom  elfe  but  the  next  in  degree  ? " 
"  I  care  not !  'Tis  a  courtier  treading  on  the  heels  of 
the  nobility — no  precedent  for't,  nor  will  it  ftand  ! " 
"  Go  to,  with  your  precedent ! — am  I  not  fit  ?  Eh  ?" 
Ralegh   fpoke   as    one    either  of    gentle  birth  or  high 
defert  would  to  the  taunt  from  him  whofe  inherited  ftar 
paled  on  his  breaft.     But  Cecyl  taketh  another  way. 
"  Let's  find  a  precedent — or  make  one  ! " 

«  Ay  !  there  fpake" 

"  Her  Grace  will  fay  the  Parliament  is  prorogued." 
"Well?" 

"  Then  there's  no  need  of  Peers,  Sir  Walter  ! " 
"  Go  to  !  fhe  fhall  be  fatisfied.    Fve  purpofe  to  be  called 
anon,  whether  or  no  !  I  can  be  a  Peer  without  a  Parliament, 
for  the  Council  of  State  carrieth  on  fans  my  help." 
'  "  Her  Grace  fhall  fcarcely  hearken  " 
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«  Ay  !  marry,  fhall  fhe." 

"  Shall  I  move  her  Highnefs  to  't  ? — prepare — eh  ?" 

"  'Twould  be  a  comfortable  kindnefs,  for  which  I'm  in- 
finitely bound." 

"  You  entrufl  me,  then  ?  '* 

"  Art  not  with  me  ? " 

"  Her  Grace  allows  it  fo." 

So  the  Secretary  on  fome  foreign  occafion  leads  the  talk  to 
the  empty  feats  i'  the  Peers  :  in  a  general  way  {hewing  how 
the  dignity  of  a  Sovereign  ftands  upon  a  numerous  nobility. 

"  A  nobility  of  worth,  Sir  Robert." 

"  True,  gracious  Madam :  and  who  fo  worthy  as  thofe 
who  ferve  your  Highnefs  faithfully  ? " 

"  You  are  i'the  right,  our  Secretary !  Wherefore  we,  being 
fo  advifed,  did  raife  thy  venerable  father — a  poor  yeoman's 
fon — to  thofe  honours  which,  to  our  content,  he  illuftrated." 

"  Ever  gracious  Madam  !  Deign  to  believe  my  father's 
fon  not  ill-meriting  your  royal  favour  ! " 

"  We  will !  we  have  therefore  made  you  Secretary  and 
Knight,  one  of  our  Privy  Council  alfo." 

"  If  it  might  be,  as  a  farther  " 

"  What  ? — doft  fweat  for  pay  and  not  for  duty — eh  ? 
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for  hire  not  love  ?  Fie,  fie.  Sir  Robert !  Such  was  never 
our  late  Treafurer's  bafe  relpeft,  nor  fhould  be  yours,  nor 
none  :  we  are  afhamed  his  Ton  ihould  derogate  ! " 

«  Your  Highnefs  " 

"  Your  lownefs,  firrah  !  Begone  ! " 

"  'Twas  in  Sir  Walter  Ralegh's  interefl  I  " 

"Ha!" 

"  He  fain  had  hope  " • 

"Ha!" 

"  To  be  raifed  " 

"  Body  o'  me  ! "  fwore  her  Grace,  roundly,  "  Body  o'  me  ! 
Go,  firrah,  tell  our  Captain  o'  the  Guard  that,  if  we  hold 
thee  too  crooked  for  a  Baron,  we  efteem  him  too  highly  to 
fet  him  down  at  the  tail  of  the  nobility  !  Go  to !  Begone  I " 
And  the  Royal  Lady  cafl  her  cold  grey  eyes  on  the  kneeling 
ftatefman,  as  he  ftrove  to  rife,  with  a  leer  that  very  plainly 
faid,  "Certainly  there  is  a  confent  between  the  body  and  the 
mind ;  and  where  Nature  erreth  in  the  one,  flie  ventureth 
in  the  other.      Ubi  peccat  in  uno^  perid'itatur  in  altero.^^ 

Then  the  Queen,  who  was  wont  to  qualify  the  tediouf- 
nefs  of  her  ferious  affairs  with  the  fweet  recreation  of  letters, 
either  read  or  wrote  fomething  every  day.     And  as  fhe  had. 
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a  good  while  before,  tranilated  Saliuft,  "  De  Bello  Jugur- 
th'ino^'  fo  in  thofe  days  flie  turned  into  the  Englifh  tongue 
the  greateft  part  of  Horace,  "  Be  Arte  Poetic  a  ^'  and  a  little 
book  of  Plutarch's,  "  De  Cunojitate^'  writing  them  with  her 
own  hand  and  fairly  anew,  though  the  Rebellion  in  Ireland 
now  flamed  forth  dangeroufly. 

And  there  was  bye-talk  of  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  for  Lord 
Deputy  of  Ireland.  Cobham  faying,  "  None  fo  fit."  But 
Cecyl,  "  He  is  unworthy ! "  Now  the  Captain  o'  the 
Guard,  having  been  acrofs  that  channel  more  than  once,  had 
liefer  live  among  his  Caciques  o'  the  Carib-Indies  than  be 
Governor  over  the  Celts ;  and  fo  that  projedf  of  Mafter 
Secretary  failed  alfo.  'Tis  failure  more  than  fuccefs 
profits  a  man.  V/hile  the  one  maketh  him  foolhardy,  care- 
,  lefs  :  the  other  teacheth  him  his  own  weaknefs,  and  the 
Arength  of  his  oppofites. 

But  againfi:  another  rumour,  the  old  hatred  of  Spain  roufed 
that  patrictifm  which  was  only  now  and  then  dulled  in  Ra- 
legh by  his  felfifhnefs.  Our  Vice- Admiral  fortifies  the  Coafl 
of  Cornwall,  vifiting  his  fleet  \  though  indeed  the  Spaniard 
was  m.ore  careful  in  the  keeping  of  his  ward  ever  fince  the 
Earl  of  EfTex  had  broken  that  key  of  his  dominions,  Gades. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

**  It  feemeth  to  fimple  and  unlearned  men  that  one  may  not  go 
under  the  earth,  but  that  he  Jhould  fall  from  under  towards  the 
heaven.  That  may  not  he  any  more  than  that  we  fall  towards 
heaven  from  the  earth  where  we  are.  Tet,  verily ,  in  what  part 
foever  of  the  eaHh  men  dwell,  either  above  or  beneath^  it  feemeth 
alivays  to  them  that  they  go  more  right  than  any  other  people. 
And  as  it  feemeth  to  us  that  they  he  under  us,  fo  it  feemeth  to 
them  that  we  he  under  them." 

Of  the  Evil  Customs  in  the  Isle  of 
Lamary. — Chap  xvii. 


TOLOMEY  and  the  geographers  confent,  with 
all  our   rtatefmen,  that  Ireland  lyeth   to    the 
weftward  of  Britain  fome  fixty  to  one  hundred 
and  fixty  miles. 

"  The  inhabiters,"  faith  one,  following  Mela,  "  are  more 
than  other  nations  uncivilized  and  without  virtue  ;  thofe  who 
have  even  a  little  knowledge  being  wholly  deftitute  of  piety." 
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Then  SoHnus  calleth  them  "  an  inhofpitable  people,"  and  "  a 
warlike  people.  For  the  conquerors,"  faith  he,  "  after  drink- 
ing of  the  blood  of  their  flain,  daub  their  faces  with  the 
remainder."  And  again :  "  They  know  no  diftinftion  between 
right  and  wrong.  When  a  woman  bringeth  forth  a  male 
child,  fhe  is  wont  to  place  its  firft  food  on  the  point  of  her 
hufband's  weapon,  thrufting  it  therewith  into  his  tiny  throat, 
with  a  prayer  (as  they  call  it),  that  the  fword  may  end  as  it 
begins  life." 

Another  will  have  it  that, "  for  wholefomenefs  and  ferenity 
of  climate,  Ireland  far  furpaffes  Britain.  The  fnow,"  quoth 
he,  "  fcarcely  ever  lies  there  above  three  days  :  nor  no  man 
makes  hay  in  the  fummer  for  winter's  provifion,  nor  yet 
builds  ftables  for  his  beafls  of  burden."  'Tis  to  be  enquired 
after  whether  our  Venerable  Bede,  or  yet  that  good  Benedic- 
tine, Richard  of  Cirencefter,  were  ever  in  the  Ille  :  or,  if  they 
were,  whether  they  tailed  not  fome  of  its  fubtleties ;  for  the 
not  making  of  hay  while  the  fun  fhines,  favoureth  of  impro- 
vidence, as  the  expofure  of  their  cattle  tends  to  keep  them 
poor  and  miferable.  Here,  too,  is  an  old  fable  with  a  ven- 
geance !  "  No  reptiles  be  found  there,  and  no  fnake  can 
live  there ;  for,  though  often  carried  thither  out  of  Britain, 
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fo  foon  as  the  fhip  ihall  come  near  fhore,  the  fcent  of  the 
pure  air  reaching  them,  they  prefently  die.  Almoft  all 
things  there  be  good  againfl  poifon.  We  have  known  that, 
when  fome  perfons  have  been  bitten  by  ferpents,  the  very 
fcrapings  of  leaves  of  (holy)  books  brought  out  of  Ireland, 
being  put  into  water  and  given  them  to  drink,  have  incon- 
tinently expelled  the  fpreading  venom,  and  afluaged  the 
fwelling  veins." 

'Tis  a  ftrange  thing  you  cannot  find  an  hiflorian  fpeaking 
Truth  of  this  land  and  her  people  !  Either  all  is  abufeful  or 
all  is  flattery — honey  or  gall.  One  matter  is  to  be  noted  : 
to  wit,  that  from  the  particular  thefe  writers  will  ever  argue 
the  univerfal.  As  thus  :  In  a  flraight,  fome  one  eat  of  the 
rotten  carcafs  of  his  horfe  ;  yet,  having  an  Englifh  prifoner, 
let  him  free  without  ranfom.  Now,  your  Saxon  Monk  re- 
cords that  the  mere  Irifh  are  wont  to  glut  over  carrion  ; 
telling  you  not  of  his  kind  treatment  of  the  captive.  Then 
your  Celt  vaunteth  how  his  vicflorious  Chief  enadf  s  the  hoft, 
ihowing  hofpitality  to  an  enemy  •,  not  a  word  about  the 
dead  beafl:  that  furnifheth  forth  the  banquet !  So  it  is. 
All  Irifhmen  are  what  fome  may  be :  and  the  Anglo-Irifli 
truly,  give  a  colour  to  the  laying,  "  Hibernis  ipfis  Hibertj'wres, 
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But  what  of  thefe  people  that  are  her  Grace's  difficulty ; 
for,  from  the  days  of  the  firfl:  fettlers,  England  has  had  no 
greater  care  than  how  to  govern  her  filler  o'  the  ocean  ? 
Pity  file  would  not  fomewhiles  let  the  poor  girl  walk  alone 
in  her  free  robes  and  bare  feet  !  Oh  Erin  !  Albion  hath 
been  but  a  fhrewd  half-fifter  to  thee  ! 

Now,  the  Iriih  be  not  one  people  other  than  ourfelves. 
The  Briton,  the  Roman,  the  Dane,  the  Saxon,  the  Norman : 
thefe,  with  a  dafh  of  the  Fleming  and  fome  others  o'  the 
feabord,  make  up  the  Englifhman  of  our  days.  But  who 
knoweth  whence  cometh  the  Celt  ?  You  fhail  not  need 
go  to  Japhet !  Some  tribes  of  the  Britons,  either  dire6l  from 
Gaul  or  through  Wales,  a  Colony  from  Phoenice,  fome 
flragglers  coming  through  the  pillars  of  Hercules,  driven 
on  the  fouth-wefl  coafl:,  adventurers  from  Spain,  Danes,  too, 
i'  th'  north  and  eaffc,  Scots  returned  with  Angle  blood  in 
them :  thefe  all  mixed  made  up  the  Irifh  people  or  ever 
Strongbow  fet  foot  in  Waterford.  But  the  ingredients  had 
this  difference :  that  whereas  all  thofe  who  came  to  Eng- 
land were  fond  to  flay  there  and  amalgamate  with  the  na- 
tives to  one  end — a  national  profperity ;  fo,  on  the  other 
hand,  'twas    for   immediate  fpoil,  and  with    an  Iflimaelite 
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cruelty,  that  the  foreigners  made  defcent  on  Ireland.  And 
to  this  day,  if  it  can  be  faid  with  any  truth  that  the  Englifh 
be  unjuil  or  harfh  to  the  native  Irifh,  it  will  be  allowed  by 
themfelves  that  they  of  their  own  part  be  far  harfher  and 
more  unjuft  upon  them.  Though  they  greet  againfl:  the 
Saxon  rule,  they  would  not  have  their  Brehon  laws  in  force 
again.  Though  they  cry  out  upon  her  Grace,  they  would 
fain  fhelter  themfelves  from  O'Maclachlan,  and  O'Beirne,  and 
O'Toole,  and  fuch,  under  that  royal  wing,  where  the  mea- 
fure  of  juftice  and  proteclion  is  "  Semper  Eadetn." 

Nov/  the  quarrel  betwixt  us  and  the  Irifh  is  twofold — 
Agrarian  and  Religious.  The  native  cared  httle  for  his 
territory  till  it  was  forted  out  among  the  conquerors  ;  nor 
did  he  know  he  had  a  faith  worth  ftrlving  for  till  'twas 
tried  to  force  a  change  on  him. 

In  Iving  Henry  II. 's  time,  there  began  under  Richard  de 
Clare,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  that  immigration  into  Ireland 
which  has  continued  to  our  day.  This  Richard,  with  many 
Lords  and  Knights,  landing  in  the  fouth-eaft,  quickly  drave 
back  the  rude  tribes  of  fkin-clad  Irilli  into  their  woods  and 
bogs.  Then,  marching  towards  Dublin,  he  fortified  as  well 
as  might  be  all  the  country  weflward  ;  burning  down  thofe 
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forefts  which  offered  fhelter  to  the  natives,  and  building 
ftone  caftles,  after  the  manner  of  the  Normans,  at  the  moft 
principal  places.  Along  this  border,  you  may  be  fure,  was 
continual  ftrife ;  there  is  ever  fome  furf  on  the  (hore ;  yet 
the  bounds  ftill  ever  being  extended  •,  the  fea  is  wont  to 
prefs  inland.  'Twas  eafy  to  conceive  a  ftir  in  your  neigh- 
bourhood that  muil:  be  quelled  by  a  raid  into  the  enemy's 
country.  Then  what  havoc  !  and  afterwards  what  heart- 
burnings !  For  the  Saxon  had  gotten  that  paflure  wherein 
the  Celt's  father  had  erfl  fatted  his  kine ;  and  'tis  a  deadly 
curfe  when  another  fhall  reap  what  thou  haft  planted.  And, 
if  the  Englifh  had  fuffered  in  the  fldrmifh,  would  not  he  or 
his  comrade  take  revenge  ?  The  law  of  the  ftronger,  is  it 
not  always  unjufl  ?  The  aggreffor,  is  he  not  violent,  felf- 
willed,  unrefpeftlve  ?  And  fo  it  happened  that,  in  process 
of  time,  the  Englifh  fettlers  were  feized  and  poffeffed  of  all 
the  lands  of  Waterford,  and  Wexford,  and  Dublin,  and 
the  Principality  of  Meath,  the  which  they  called  their  Pale, 
and  whence  they  banifhed  as  much  as  might  be  all  the 
native  Irifh. 

And  the  bounds  of  this  Pale  have  lately  been  flretched, 
so  that  Offaley  and  Leix,  lying  to  the  weft  of  Kilkenny,  and 
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the  whole  province  of  Leinfter,  is  now  included  ;  and  there 
is  talk  of  inclofing  Munfter,  the  Defmonds'  country ;  and 
'twill  not  be  long  ere  Tyr  Oen  his  kingdom  fhall  be  brought 
in  too.     This,  however,  by  the  by. 

In  the  matter  of  Religion,  look  you,  the  quarrel  is  more 
complicate.  You  fhall  find  in  our  old  Chronicles  how,  in 
the  early  times,  or  ever  the  Monk  Auguflin  came  to  Can- 
terbury, how  that  the  Irlili  Saints  were  much  fought  after 
for  the  beft  and  holieft  infl:ru6f  ors  of  youth,  nay,  confidants 
of  princes.  And  how  they  occupied  many  Sees  in  England, 
to  wit  Hi-Columbkill  and  Lindisfarne,  with  others  in 
Northumbria  ;  and  how  the  united  Churches  then  flourifhed 
under  fuch  goodly  rule.  Then  cometh  AVilfrid  from  Rome, 
and  with  a  flat  accufation  of  Herefy  againft  the  Irifli  Billiops 
banifhes  them  (i'  the  Pope's  name) ;  nay,  excommunicates 
the  Holy  Ecclefiaftics,  for  that  they  keep  the  feafl:  of 
Eafler  rather  according  to  the  Greek  than  Roman  Kalendar. 
So  Holy  Colman  and  the  Irifli  Dignitaries,  Saints,  Bifhops, 
Abbats,  and  others,  returned  to  their  native  land  •,  ftill 
noted  for  their  piety  and  learning,  and,  faithfully  keeping  to 
thofe  traditions  they  had  received  from  the  beloved  difciple, 
founded  new  monafleries  at  home.     But  'twas  not  to  be 
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fuffered  at  Rome  that  a  poor  Ifle — the  Ultima  Thule  of 
the  Chriftian  world — ihould  hold  a  do6lrine  contrary  to  the 
Mother  Church ;  the  Pafchal  cycle  and  the  Tonfure  were 
with  them  matters  of  Faith.  Yet  was  Ireland  Chrlflian, 
and  not  Romiili^  from  and  before  St.  Patrick  his  day  •,  who 
with  S.  Columba,  S.  Bridget,  and  many  others,  were  not, 
nor  defired  to  be,  in  communion  with  the  Italian  Church  •, 
neither  was  Bifhop  Aidan,nor  Finian,nor  Colman,  with  them, 
but  againft  them  at  this  time.  And  Baronius,a  Roman  author, 
fticks  not  to  call  all  Irifn  Billiops  fchifmatics.  So  the  Pope, 
to  end  the  matter  by  fome  power  he  claims,  gave  Ireland 
to  King  Henry  on  a  condition  that  the  people  fhould  be 
reconciled  (as  the  faying  run)  to  Rome,  and  that  Eafter  be 
held  at  a  proper  time,  and  all  prieils  accept  the  Tonfure. 
Thus  the  Romifh  religion  was  thrufl:  upon  the  Irifh  in  the 
year  of  grace  1152.  And  whether  the  Spirituals  were 
better  cared  for  now  than  heretofore,  the  fruit  will  £hew. 

In  procefs  of  time  cometh  on  our  Reformation,  and  the 
late  IsiTig  Henry,  he  ordered  all  men  to  conform  to  that 
rule  of  faith  he  had  fet  down  •,  fo  that  Romifli  religion 
England  had  planted,  flie  now  aflayed  to  root  out  of  the 
Irllh  foil.     But  fhe  fhall  find  it  eafier  to  fow  tares  than 
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weed  them  out ;  and  peradventure  the  crop,  with  its  darnel 
and  rank  fumiter  too,  fliall  grow  together  awhile  yet. 

And  now  Biihops  were  plucked  out  of  their  thrones,  and 
Abbats  thruft  out  o'  their  monafleries,  and  Priefls  and  Monks 
and  Nuns  fent  forth  to  beg  their  bread  for  bare  charity  ; 
and  the  church  groaned  very  grievouily,  for  the  folk  were 
as  flieep  without  a  fliepherd,  and  thofe  who  fhould  have 
comforted  them  were  themfelves  very  comfortlefs.  And  in 
King  Edward's  time  there  were  fanatics  let  loofe  upon  the 
people.  Wolves  in  woollen.  Some  who  for  Hope  would 
bid  them  take  Faith ;  who  for  a  gofpel  promife  would  put 
them  off  with  a  threat ;  who  would  tell  them  their  fufFer- 
ings  here  were  but  the  beginnings  of  forrows  that  ihould 
lail  through  eternity.  Strangers  and  hirelings,  they  whofe 
voice  the  fheep  knew  not !  Certain  it  is,  when  Queen  Mary 
was  proclaimed  there  was  more  rejoicing  in  Ireland  than  in 
all  the  world  befide  ! 

And  now  how  flands  it  fmce  her  Grace  hath  had 
matters  ordered  after  the  pattern  of  her  Royal  father's 
reformation  ?  A  while  agone  was  Bale,  Bifhop  of  Oflbry, 
fhewing  his  flage-plays  in  IGlkenny.  The  young  men  in 
the  forenoon  playing  a  tragedy  of  God's  promises  in  the 
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Old  law  at  the  Market  Crofs,  with  organ  playings  and  fongs, 
very  aptly  ;  in  the  afternoon  a  Comedy  of  S.  John  Baptifl's 
preachings,  of  Chrift's  bapdfings,  and  of  his  temptation  in  the 
Wildernefs,  to  the  fmall  contentation  of  the  Priefts  and 
others,  he  Bale  preaching  at  intervals  againfl  the  Romifh 
Tyranny  and  fuch  enormities.  This  was  but  a  vulgar  matter. 
Now  have  we  in  the  Diocefs  of  Cork,  one  never  a  clerk,  but 
of  a  Sea  Captain  made  a  Bifhop  by  her  Grace's  fovereign 
will.  T'other  day  one  John,  faid  to  be  a  fitting  perfon,  was 
fent  for  to  be  confecrate,  whom,  when  the  Deputy  could  not 
catch  (he  being  allowed  to  efcape  with  a  "  nolo  "),  James, 
an  unmeritous  priefl,  was  injected  into  the  See  in  's  room  ! 
Then  is  there  the  Drunken  Bifhop  of  Galway,  who  for 
twopence  will  confirm,  and  for  a  groat  ordain,  whomfoever. 
On  him  profanely  played  they  the  trick  of  a  dead  Hogg 
wrapped  in  a  furplice,  which  for  a  little  drink  and  a  rose- 
noble  he  would  have  anointed.  And  thefe  be  matched  with 
other  mifdoings  in  the  Church  :  for  you  fhall  have  what 
living  you  lift  in  fome  parts,  fo  you  make  all  lecret  with 
him  you  would  fnnonioufly  deal  withal. 

How  fliall  a   man  teach   that  he  knoweth  not  ?     And 
who  are  they  to  whom  her  Grace  hath  given  in  charge  the 
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inftrudlion  of  her  people  ?  Old  Romiili  Priefts  who  have 
ftayed  on  through  all  changes  ;  themfelves  making  as  little 
change  as  might  be,  and  even  that  with  a  falvo  well  under- 
flood  of  their  congregation.  And  another  fort  there  are, 
and  increafmg  too  in  number.  Thefe  be  cut  after  the 
Genevan  pattern ;  men  no  Bifhop  would  allow  i'  th' 
churches  at  home,  yet  her  Grace  giveth  free  paflage 
hither.  Thefe,  their  cold  and  ill  educate  Saxon  brains 
becoming  inflamed  by  conta6l  with  the  imaginative  Celt, 
now  become  preachers  (fave  the  mark  !)  fuch  as  no  rabble 
at  Paul's  Crofs  would  fuffer,  but  for  the  humour  of  it  ! 
Such  rhetorick — fuch  tropes  and  metaphors  and  figures  ! 
and  withal  fuch  emptinefs  of  matter,  the  tinkling  brafs 
and  founding  cymbal !  Vox  et  preterm  nihil  I  Such  a 
thumping  o'  the  dellc  too — and  fuch  gefliure  !  Lo  !  a  fcrap 
of  a  funeral  fermon,  "  He  leaped  into  the  arms  of  Death  ; 
making  his  hollow  jaws  echo  with  eternal  Hallelujahs  !  " 
Is  not  that  fine  ?  Yet  what  doth  it  mean  ?  Can'ft  tell  ? 
Again,  for  a  mixed  metaphor,  how  doth  this  fmack,  "  Death, 
his  quiver  full  of  arrows,  mowed  them  dov»ai  with  the 
befom  of  defiruclion  ?  "  You  fhall  take  your  choice,  now, 
whether  'tis  a  dart  or  a  fythe  or  a  broom  that  ends  you  ! 
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Yet  'tis  all  one  j  the  preacher  is  eloquent,  he  hath  flirred 
you,  he  hath  fpoken — you  have  heard ;  what  more  ?  "  Totus 
miindus  agit  hijlrionemj^  Oh  !  'tis  to  be  doubted  whether 
they  believe  in  the  beauty  of  thofe  naked  truths  they  fo 
overdaub  and  bedizen  with  their  paint  and  tawdry!  Then 
as  to  the  matter.  Not  to  be  cenforious  nor  overly  curious, 
have  you  not  heard  commonly  of  the  brazen  Serpent  and 
the  Gaoler  of  Philippi — the  fimile  and  the  example  !  Pray, 
are  you  much  the  wifer  that  you  have  fat  there  time 
out  o'  mind  ?  Is  thy  houfehold  yet  faved  by  thy  vicarious 
faith — eh  ?  Then,  have  you  not  been  told  once  a  quarter  or 
fo,  that  there  awaits  you  nothing  lefs  than  the  blacknefs  o' 
darknefs  and  defpair  for  ever — eh  ?  Art  the  better,  then, 
for  that  piflure — doth  it  quicken  your  devotion,  trow'fl:  ? 

Surely  if  thefe  things  be  tedious  to  the  Anglo-Irifh,  fome 
of  whofe  ftomachs  be  ftrong  enough  to  dilgefl  even  Stern- 
hold  and  Hopkins  fung  to  lewd  tunes — they  muff  be 
utterly  intolerable  to  the  mere  Native.  You  fliall  exafperate 
him :  but  you  fliall  not  convert  him.  Nay,  you  fhall 
preach  him  flupid,  or  ever  convince  him  you  have  any 
meflage  who  bring  it  in  fo  unpalatable  a  kind.  Ay, 
though  you  mix  it  up  with  the  broken  meat  of  temporal 
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advantage.  Go  to !  An  you  would  draw  the  poor 
heathen  to  the  paths  of  peace,  you  mufl  whifper  to  him 
words  of  brotherly  love,  not  fpout  out  your  afFeflion  on 
platform :  you  mufl  walk  hand  in  hand  with  him,  not  tell 
of  his  odd  humours  fo  as  to  catch  the  coin  of  the  reli^ous 
world.  When  you  have  gained  his  heart  you  fhall  guide 
his  will.  He  iliall  admit  your's  the  better  faith  when  you 
have  fhewn  it  to  be  fuch,  even  the  more  charitable.  But 
if  you  fnatch  from  him  all  objefts  of  fenfe,  every  memory, 
you  can  but  make  of  him  a  poor  Sadducee.  If  the  form  be 
but  the  rhind,  as  you  fay,  note  that  the  rhind  prote6ls  the 
core ;  and,  if  the  rhind  be  difeafed,  the  potatoe  will  fail.  So 
do  not  you  ftrip  the  fkin  to  keep  the  body  warm  !  Your 
Genevan  recipe  will  fcarcely  cure  the  Roman  difeafe. 

And  all  thefe  things  were  ripe  and  rank  at  this  time : 
for  the  changes  in  Harry's,  and  Edward's,  and  Mary's,  and 
her  Grace's  rule,  had  flirred  and  manured  the  foil ;  and  the 
tares  were  choking  the  wheat  in  the  church,  and  the 
violence  was  every  where  making  head  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  land.  And  to  this  blefled  garden 
of  the  Hefperides  Sir  Robert  Cecyl  wills  to  fend  my  Lord 
the  Earl  of  EfTex,  her  Majefty's  Lord  Deputy  of  the  king- 
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dom  of  Ireland.  Bah  !  Have  you  a  hated  rival  ?  To  whom 
will  you  fend  him  but  to  an  inhofpitable  people,  drinking 
the  blood  of  the  flain  ?  If  he  be  a  mean  man,  need  you 
fay  more  than  this  :  "  Begone  to  Cork  ! "  "  Be  off  to 
Connaught ! "  If  he  be  great,  then  ftiall  you  fpread  abroad 
how  none  is  fo  fit  to  pacify  that  warlike,  blood-fmeared 
people  as  my  fmgular  good  Lord,  the  union  of  chivalry 
and  continent  of  prudence  !  You  have  feen  how  it  fared 
v/ith  poor  Earl  Walter,  though  of  lefs  eflate.  You  have 
read  that  poifonous  reptiles  be  fetched  acrofs  fea.  Why 
did  Ralegh — a  vain  man,  feeking  fome  public  notice  of  his 
-vvrorth — why  did  he  decline  this  proffered  honour  ? 
'Twould  have  been  fome  qualifying  flep  to  his  Barony. 

Make  him  monarch  o'  the  Indies.  He  fhall  not  reckon 
the  command,  but  the  fpoil ;  nor  that,  but  for  the  bravery 
on't.  Should  there  be  no  tailors,  look  ye,  he  would  ftrut 
i'  the  choiceft  feathers.  His  corals  and  his  baubles  fhould 
excel !  None  fhall  quarrel  with  his  frippery  !  They  chufe 
their  chieftains  for  gait  or  for  courage :  the  lot  fhall  fall  on 
this  man  !  He  pafTeth.  Of  a  vain  fpirit,  and  with  a  weaknefs, 
would  he  not  be  a  Deputy  ?  Adventurous,  too,  in  wit  as 
in  fpirit,  would  he  not  do  for  Ireland  ?  Great  enthufiafls 
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have  little  caution.  He  loveth  eifeft.  People  ihall  admire 
him  there  ;  faying,  How  brave  Sir  Walter  drefTes  !  What 
a  cap  !  How  bright  his  jewel  !  What  a  doublet !  Oh, 
thofe  fantaftic  flops  !  Ah,  thofe  raifed  fhoes  !  Behold  that 
trinket !  See  thofe  Emeralds  !  Are  not  the  Pearls  orient  ? 
Of  what  carat  that  Diamond  ?  Rubies  of  price  !  Beyond 
all,  graceful  plumes  !  matched  tiffues,  contrafled  colours  ! 
The  tafle,  the  feeling,  the  art  he  hath  in  thefe  things  ! 

Then  for  his  houfehold.  The  meiny,  their  liveries,  the 
horfes,  their  footcloths  and  caparifons,  his  carriage,  his 
litter,  his  barges,  wherries  and  their  furniture !  What 
picked  men  !  How  choice  the  mufic,  the  perfume  !  Should 
not  all  this  be  illuflrated  in  my  Lord  Deputy  for  Ire- 
land ?  Oh,  the  luxury,  the  difplay  !  Then  for  his  Plate — 
but  you  have  not  banqueted  in  Iflington  ?  You  know  not  ? 
Art  not  free  to  his  worfhip's  entertainments  ?  Then  would 
it  be  prepofl:erous  to  blazon  the  fumptuous,  rare,  and  ex- 
quifite  conditions  of  Sir  Walter  and  his  beautiful  lady. 

But  wherefore  fo  few  guefls  ?  Why  fo  fcarce  his  cap- 
and-knee  friends  ?  Why  is  he,  the  moft  excellent  man  of 
our  time  in  this  kind,  flill  the  hatedefl  of  all  ?  Is  it  for  de- 
traction will  not  fuffer  him  ? — Nay !  Is  it  for  he  be  not 
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honefl  ? — Nay  !  nor  the  world  careth  not  for  that  fo  he  be 
rich  !  Yet  you  ihall  not  find,  within  thofe  lines,  he  hath 
formed  for  himfelf,  a  more  exafler  man  than  Ralegh  ; 
with  a  confcience,  though  't  be  not  fo  nice,  may  be,  as 
your  own,  yet  pundlilious  enough.  Here  is  one,  look  you, 
who  from  the  altitude  of  his  moral  chopine  looketh,  as  the 
French  fay,  ^  de  haiit  en  has\  on  all.  From  a  ICing  to  a 
Cacique ;  from  the  Queen  to  her  poor  Chamberlain  :  as 
who  fhould  fay,  "  Thou  art  nobody  !  Lo,  I  am  that  in- 
genious difcoverer,  that  learned  wit,  that  great,  valiant,  and 
bravely  clad  Sir  Walter  Ralegh,  with  whom  her  Grace 
delighteth  to  converfe :  of  whom  the  Scots'  Kang  hath  a 
jealous  fufpeft ;  whofe  brain  is  thought  too  fubtle  for  the 
Council,  but  whofe  counfel  guideth  her  who  ruleth  over 
all !  I  fhall  not  need  to  derogate  to  a  Peerage — I !" 

You  fliall  not.  Mailer  Secretary,  prevail  on  fuch  an  one 
to  go  as  a  Deputy  any  where — leaft  of  all  to  Ireland. 
Albeit  he  hath  many  thoufand  acres  there  worth  the  looking 
after.  All  cunning  is  not  wifdom,  fir  !  Would  you  have 
fuch  an  one  rejoice  in  the  ragged  admiration  of  kerns  and 
galloglafles  ? — the  obferved  of  their  unkempt  fpoufes  ? 
Go  to !     Go  to !     'Twas  but  a  feint.     You  thought,  if 
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there  were  talk  of  Ralegh  for  that  place,  you  fhould  foon 
have  my  Lord  of  EfTex  on  his  knee  foliciting — Eh  ? 
Cobham  fhewed  that  card  unwittingly  ;  but  'tis  your  only 
game.  Not  new  nor  handfome,  truly,  for  Leicefter  played 
it,  and  more  than  once  ;  and  there  were  many  ugly  practices 
i'  the  packing,  which  would  aik  more  daring  than  craft. 
Art  refolved,  Mr.  Secretary,  to  go  on  with  't  ?  Here's  one 
ambidous  enough  !  All  for  glory  !  You  have  heard  of 
his  war-cries  ?  "  England  !  "  "  S.  George  !  "  "  Entra- 
mos  !  "  "  Victory  !  "  Fan  his  ambition,  tickle  his  love  of 
glory,  emulate  his  chivalry,  touch  his  love  of  country  to  the 
top  of  his  bent,  you  fhall  not  need  to  play  your  dirty  game 
out! 

As  was  Comet  among  beafts,  fo  was  EfFex  among  men. 
Start  not  at  the  brute  comparifon  !  A  noble  horfe  cometh 
not  fo  far  after  a  generous  man,  as  a  bafe  villain  lags 
behind  a  tricky  jade. 

With  high  afpirings,  large  faith  in  his  own  honour,  a 
fond  hope  of  better  things  pofTible,  EfTex  had  ambition  of  the 
victorious  mould.  'Twas  to  an  end  of  goodnefs.  Now 
would  he  be  Emperour,  Kaifer  or  Cxfar,  King  or  Deputy, 
Marfhal  or  Voluntary,  fo  honour  led  him  on.     Say  there 
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be  renown  awaiting  him  i'  th'  land  o'  Prefter  John, 
ftraight  would  he  order  'Zekiel  to  horfe  !  Talk  with  him 
o'  the  Turke,  he'll  ftrike  the  roundels  on  his  fhield's  chief 
eflatically  !  Let  him  fee  his  cafe  of  proof,  hear  a  trumpet 
clang,  a  fteed  neigh,  a  drum  beat,  then  is  his  whole  fpirit 
ftirred.  A  plumed  troop,  a  royal  banner  out  o'  the  window, 
you  fhall  fee  him  roufe,  fick  though  he  be,  miracled  to  a 
cure  o'  th'  inflant ! 

Proffer  him  meed  and  hire,  plunder  or  ranfom,  his  brow 
contracts,  his  eye  blinks,  his  cheek  flares,  his  lip  twitches — 
he  holdeth  his  head  erefl,  with  an  impatient  geflure  and  a 
curt  flep,  turning  o'  the  heel !  "  In  vain,"  faith  the  wise 
man,  "  is  the  net  fpread  i'  the  fight  of  any  bird."  You 
may  lime  bufhes  for  fmall  finches,  Alerion  lighteth  not  on 
your  twigs  !  You  may  provoke  his  jealoufy,  fir,  and  that 
you  feem  juft  cunning  enough  to  devife  •,  but  you  fhall  not 
entangle  him  in  your  plots. 

"  Parce  puerjlhnulis  et  fortius  utere  loris  I  " 


.<5; 


CHAPTER  V. 


^'  Our  difcontented  counties  do  revolt ; 
Our  people  quarrel  nvith  obedience  ; 
Swearing  allegiance  and  the  love  of  foul 
To  Jlranger  blood — to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inundation  of  miflempered  humour 
Refls  by  you  only  to  be  qualified. 
Then  pau^e  not.     For  the  prefent  timers  foftcky 
That  prefent  medicine  mufl  be  mini/ler^d. 
Or  overthrow  incurable  enfues." 

King  John,  a<5l.  v.  {c.  i. 

YR  OEN  was  now  in  hot  rebellion.  For, 
though  he  had  obtained  a  pardon  under  the 
Great  Seal  of  Ireland,  di/Temblingly  craving 
the  fame  from  the  Earl  of  Ormonde,  he  now  befieged  at 
unawares  the  Fort  at  Blackwater.  And  having  flain  thir- 
teen flout  captains,  and  fifteen  hundred  of  the  common  fol- 
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diers,  and  routed  the  whole  army  of  Marfhal  Bagnal,  he  be- 
came puffed  up  with  iiercenefs  and  pride  beyond  meafure. 
Taking  courage  hence,  forthwith  all  Munfler  aimofl 
revolted ;  and  this  not  fo  much  perhaps  for  this  fuccefs  of 
the  Ulfler  rebels,  as  for  hatred  againft  the  Englifh  under- 
takers and  farmers,  which  were  brought  into  the  lands  con- 
fifcate  after  the  Earl  of  Defmond's  troubles.  Now  as  an 
infeflious  ficknefs  penetrates  the  whole  body,  burfling  out 
in  feveral  parts  at  one  time :  fo  this  evil  plague  immediately 
tainted  the  whole  country.  They  who  before  had  been 
healthily  obedient,  now  burning  with  a  feverifli  defire  for 
revolt ;  and  they  who  were  ever  on  the  watch  for  flirs, 
carrying  as  is  their  wont  lighted  turfs  hither  and  thither,  as 
blazing  fignals  of  their  uprifmgs,  which  from  the  heights 
were  anfwered  through  the  Ifland. 

Now,  to  cherifh  thefe  alarums,  Tyr  Oen  fendeth  into 
Munfter  a  thoufand  men  under  Ouny  Mac  Rory  Og 
O'More,  and  one  Tyrrel,  an  Anglo-Irifh  and  mortal  enemy  to 
the  Englifh  nation  :  to  thefe  flocked  together  a  great  rabble 
of  lewd  fellows,  fpoiling  the  country,  gathering  booty, 
lacking  and  firing  caftles,  houfes,  and  farms,  and  moft 
cruelly  flaying  the  poor  fettlers,  men,  women,  and  children. 
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And  this  without  flay  or  flint :  for  by  long  continuance 
there  was  grown  a  mifchievous  cuflom  in  Ireland,  that  rebels 
and  malefactors  might,  by  giving  money  which  they  got  by 
pillage,  efcape  unpunifhed,  yea,  be  prote(5led. 

Now  was  the  flate  of  Ireland  in  a  manner  defperate ; 
for  the  whole  nation  almoft  was  broken  forth  into  rebellion. 
Some  by  reafon  of  the  injuries  and  military  infolency  of  the 
garrifon  foldiers ;  fome  out  of  fear  of  the  adverfe  fadlions, 
which,  through  the  iniquity  of  the  times,  were  grown  flrong; 
fome  for  the  happy  fuccefs  of  the  Rebels  \  fome  becaufe  they 
were  left  undefended  againft  the  robberies  of  cruel  thieves  ; 
fome  feduced  by  perfuafion  of  Priefls  ;  and  others  led  away 
with  a  falfe  rumour,  fpread  abroad  by  the  principal  plotter 
of  thefe  mifchiefs,  O'Nial  to  wit,  that  the  Qu^een  was  deter- 
mined to  conquer  the  Irifh  race,  and  utterly  to  root  them 
out.  And  there  was  an  underftanding  with  the  Spaniards, 
moreover,  that  they  fhould  land  upon  the  coaft  what  time 
the  Englifh  armies  came ;  and  every  where  was  readinefs 
to  refift  her  Grace. 

It  was  ferioully  confulted  in  the  Privy  Council  what  fit 
man  fhould  be  found  to  quench  this  rebellion.  My  Lord 
Cobham  vaunted  that  he  fnould  be  the  Deputy  ;  and  Henry 
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Brooke,  his  brother,  noifed  the  fame  in  the  Taverns,  Bear- 
gardens, and  Cockpits.  As  was  wifhed,  the  hint  came  to 
EfTex  his  ears.  The  lion  twitcheth  his  pelt  when  the  fly  be- 
comes troublefome  ;  and  my  Lord  fhrugged  his  Ihoulders 
contemptuoufly.  The  Queen  cafl:  her  eyes  on  Charles 
Blount  (him  of  the  chefs  rook),  now  my  Lord  Mountjoye, 
and  the  Earl's  very  good  friend. 

Then  craveth  to  honour  my  Lord  Sir  Walter  Ralegh. 
'Twas  quite  refrefhing  in  the  fick-room  to  welcome  the 
ferene  air  of  the  great  difcoverer.  In  a  fl<:y-blue  fuit  of  fine 
cloth,  ilafhed  and  puffed  and  guarded  with  cloth  of  filver, 
a  falling  collar  of  fine  needlework  ftarch  and  clean,  a  hat 
of  three  pile  crimfon  fluck  with  a  jewel  of  turquoifes  and 
diamonds,  and  fporting  a  brave  plume  Eftridge  feather, 
'twas  as  good  as  a  walk  i'  the  funfhine ;  for  he  came  glad- 
fome  and  with  a  merry  jeil:,  in  the  full  bloom  of  health  and 
fpirits. 

"  Go  to,  my  Lord  !     Art  not  weary  o'  this  ague  yet  ?" 

"  Truly,  Sir  Walter,  'tis  a  burr  I'd  ihake  oif  an  it  might 
be." 

"  'Tis  a  cowardly  companion  (my  Lord)  chatters  within 
one's  teeth." 


Sir  Walter  cometh  to  Espye,  j^ 

"  Ay,  and  a  fciirvy  parafite  buriieth  one's  bones." 

«  An  one  gat  an  alarum  now,  think  you,  my  Lord,  the 
valour  would  come  again  ? " 

"  I  doubt  the  blood's  too  white  and  liverous :  Sir  Walter, 
I  fear  me  I  fhould  carry  coals  an  it  were  put  on  me" 

«So!" 

<«  I've  a  heart  left  in  me  but  for  the  diet !  fome  w^ak 
drink  to  cool  the  fever  ;  or,  when  the  fit  be  pafl,  a  nourifh- 
ing  broth." 

"  The  natives  i'  the  Indies  be  much  afflicted  with  this 
malady,  my  Lord.  They  drench  it  •,  and,  though  the  fuf- 
ferance  be  great,  the  cure  is  fpeedy." 

"  Have  you  the  recipe.  Sir  Walter  ?  I  care  not  for  the 
prefent  pain  fo  I  get  fubfequent  relief.'* 

"  'Tis  a  bitter  bark,  hke  your  oak,  fleeped :  they  fay  'tis 
a  corrofive  of  the  cold  rheums,  and  purgeth  the  bile." 

"  Thanks,  good  Sir  Walter  !     I'll  experiment  it  anon." 

"  'Twere  well  my  Lord  were  ftirring,  for  there  be 
rumours  " 

"  Of  what  ?  " 

"  Oh,  the  old  enemy  !  " 

"  Spain  ? " 
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"  Ay  !  and  Ireland,  too  !  " 

«  Ha ! " 

"  'Twas  mooted  i'  the  Council " 

«Eh?" 

"  Who  fhould  be  Deputy  " 

«  And  who  ?  " 

"  Ohj  'twas  undecided  !  Summonfes  have  gone  forth  for 
all  the  Lords  " 

"  I  have  not  mine." 

*<  'Twill  come  anon ;  but,  good  my  Lord,  bethink  you 
of  your  health.  'Tis  needful  you  repofe  yourfelf,  not  enter 
keenly  into  this." 

"  Oh,  Sir  Walter  !  'tis  my  quality  to  roufe  me  in  the  day 
of  work — you  know  it ;  and  this  ficknefs  that  awhile 
agone  plucked  my  waned  fpirit  from  me,  now,  at  the  bruit 
of  bufmefs,  tremblingly  leaves  me.  Weak  I  am,  yet  health 
fans  my  blood,  courfes  thro'  my  veins,  colours  my  heart 
(I  think),  gives  nerve  and  mufcle  to  my  arm.  EfTex  is 
himfelf  again  ! " 

"  I  am  right  glad  of  it,  dear  my  Lord,  and  take  fome 
thanks  I  was  the  horn  brought  you  the  healing  news." 

"  Thanks,  good  Sir  Walter — thanks,  and  farewell !  " 
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Then  cometh  Dr.  Potts,  her  Grace's  Phyfician  in 
ordinary  (tho'  'tis  not  to  be  known  the  Queen's  allowance 
had).  He  hath  an  Elixir  that  fhall  work  wonders  :  'thath 
been  tried  on  meaner  men  after  the  ufe  of  the  faculty. 
Pertinent  yet  unfeemly  queflions  putteth  this  learned  man 
to  a  wife  woman  attendendant  on  my  Lord,  examining 
into  things  you  wot  on.  "  Hmm  !  "  faith  Dr.  Potts.  And 
the  wife  woman  had  more  to  tell  of  my  Lord  than  my  Lord 
knew  of  himfelf ;  and,  when  all  was  told,  Dr.  Potts  faid 
"  Hmm ! "  and,  making  his  leg,  departed.  My  Lord 
Keeper  too,  in  a  friendly  mood,  fitteth  befide  my  Lord 
(now  rifen),  counfelling  fubmiffion  to  her  Grace,  and  a 
humble  bearing  as  befits  a  fubjeft.  *'He  that  is  once 
wounded,"  quoth  EfTex,  "  muH:  feel  fmart  till  his  hurt  be 
cured,  or  that  the  part  be  fenfelefs.  But  no  cure  I  expe6l, 
her  Majefty's  heart  being  obdurate  againft  me ;  and  to  be 
without  fenfe  I  cannot,  being  made  of  flefh  and  blood." 

"  Dear,  my  Lord,  fhould  you  hold  your  courfe  in  this 
long  and  unreafonable  difcontentment,  you  ifhall,  I  fear,  find 
the  end  worfe  than  the  beginning." 

"  Yea  !  and  I  fee  an  end  of  all  my  good  fortune  ;  for  I 
have  fet  an  end  to  my  defires." 
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"  Nay,  but,  my  good  Lord,  you  are  doing  for  your 
enemies  that  which  they  could  not  do  for  themfelves, 
leaving  your  friends  to  fhame  and  contempt." 

"  Sayil:  fo,  my  Lord  ?  When  I  was  in  Court  I  found 
thofe  abfolute  who  were  moft  my  oppofites,  and  therefore 
I  had  rather  they  fliould  triumph  alone.  I  do  leave  my 
friends,  fay  you  ?  When  I  was  a  Courtier,  I  could  yield 
them  no  fruits  of  my  love." 

"  Still,  dear  my  Lord,  in  thy  country's  need  fail  not  in 
thy  counfel,  nor  in  thy  duty  to  the  Sovereign." 

"  My  good  Lord,  I  give  every  one  of  thefe  confiderations 
its  due  right  -,  and  the  more  I  weigh  them  the  more  I  find 
myfelf  juftified  from  offending  in  any  of  them.  If  my 
country  had  at  this  time  any  need  of  my  public  fervice,  her 
Majefly  that  governs  the  fame  would  not  have  driven  me 
into  a  private  kind  of  life.  Of  this  I  am  freed,  difmifTed, 
difcharged,  difabled  by  her  Majefly.  Of  my  private  duty 
to  my  country  nothing  can  free  me  but  death  •,  and  there- 
fore no  occafion  of  my  performance  fhall  offer  itfelf  but  I 
will  meet  it  halfway.  I  owe  to  her  Majefly  the  duty  of 
an  Earl  and  Lord  Marfhal  of  England.  I  have  been  con- 
tent to  do  the  fervice  of  a  Clerk,  but  can  never  ferve  her  as 
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a  villain  or  a  flave  !  "  And  my  Lord  Ellefmere  was  fain  to 
be  content,  for  he  gat  no  lefs  crabbed  an  anfwer  than  this. 
Sir  "William  KnoUys,  too,  about  whom  the  fray  began, 
urged  Effex  to  remember  that  there  was  no  contefling 
between  Sovereignty  and  obedience ;  "  for,"  quoth  the 
good  man,  "  I  fear  the  longer  you  perfift  in  this  carelefs 
humour  of  her  Majefly,  the  more  her  heart  will  be 
hardened  \  and  I  pray  God  your  contending  with  her  in 
this  manner  do  not  breed  fuch  a  hatred  in  her  as  will  never 
be  reclaimed."  Verily,  the  keeper  of  her  Grace's  con- 
fcience  knew  lefs  of  the  Qu^een's  difpofition  than  did  her 
coufm  Knollys. 

Still  was  there  no  Lord  Deputy  of  Ireland. 

The  Countefs  of  Leicefler,  minding  to  redintegrate  her 
fon  to  the  Court,  fearcheth  her  late  hufband's  coffers.  An 
Emerald  fet  ouchwife  in  a  Sea  of  filver,  is  it  not  a  fit 
offering  to  the  Qiieen  of  thefe  Illes  ?  So,  taking  the  gawd, 
and  clothing  herfelf  in  fables,  my  Lady  goeth  in  a  litter  to 
Whitehall.  Day  by  day  fhe  waiteth  in  the  corridor. 
Ivindly  ufhers  leave  the  door  ajar  that  her  Grace  may, 
perchance,  afk  who  kneeleth  i'  th'  lobby  yonder.  Maids  of 
Honour  whifper  their  Royal  Lady  that  one,  having  brought 
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a  pricelefs  toy,  only  needeth  leave  to  offer  it.  Lords  in 
Waiting  fay  roundly  the  Countefs  of  LeiceAer  is  without, 
craving  audience.  The  Queen  hears  not,  nor  marks.  One 
forenoon,  coming  to  a  fide-door  near  the  throne,  my  Lady 
ventureth  the  jewel  in  the  Lady  Stafford's  hand,  with  this 
word,  that  her  Grace's  poor  coufm  and  humble  fervant 
might  be  honoured  by  her  Majefty's  acceptance  of  the 
trifle.  She  faw  the  Lady  Stafford  air  the  jewel  in  her 
Grace's  eye ;  fhe  faw  a  delight  in  the  countenance  of 
England  -,  fhe  fancied  a  Royal  glance  was  caft  towards 
where  fhe  knelt ;  fhe  plainly  heard  the  princely  "  Ha  ! " 
and  the  poor  Lady  fondly  thought  her  fuit  would  profper. 
But  when  fhe  raifed  her  timorous  eyelid,  the  door  was 
clofed,  and  there  was  no  condefcending  acknowledgment 
even  of  her  rare  Emerald.  Anon  cometh  to  the  Court  the 
Countefs  of  Northumberland,  my  Lady's  daughter.  The 
Percy  afl<:eth,  "  What  o'  the  day  ?  "  Learning  how  matters 
ftand,  Northumberland  enters  the  prefence,  and  his 
Countefs,  flufhed  with  paffion,  fcarcely  making  her  curt 
obeifance,  faith  briefly  : — 

"  Madam,  the  Countefs  of  Leicefler,  my  lady  mother,  is 
at  door,  craving  inflant  audience  !  " 
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"  Ha  !  "  quoth  her  Grace.  "  Methinks,  minx,  you 
are  too  peremptory  on  the  inflant !  " 

"  Your  Highnefs's  pardon,  my  mother  hath  awaited 
your  Grace's  pleafure  thefe  five  days.  Shall  fhe  have 
audience  ? " 

The  Queen  anfwered  not.  Upon  the  Countefs  of 
Northumberland  ihe  looked  right  coldly.  You  might  have 
thought  the  royal  lips  were  painful  j  fuch  harfh  and 
unwonted  movements  betrayed  their  difcomfort.  When 
her  Grace  thought  the  Lady  fufriciently  abafhed,  fhe  turned 
o'  the  heel  with  a  tofs  o'  the  head. 

"  Come  away,  Doll !  "  quoth  the  Earl.  "  'Tis  no  place 
for  the  Countefs  of  Northumberland  where  her  mother 
{hall  be  difrefpeciied  !  "  And  the  Percy,  with  a  lofty  gait 
and  a  firm  firide,  drew  his  Lady  towards  the  lower  end. 
The  Queen  faw  the  gefiure,  fhe  heard  the  jingle  of  angry 
fpurs,  and  the  clatter  of  a  refilefs  fword.  The  broad 
fhoulders  and  erecf  head  of  the  Englifii  nobleman,  though 
his  back  were  turned,  and  a  pretty  delicate  young  woman 
leaned  on  his  arm,  was  not  a  fubjeft  for  her  Highnefs's 
fcorn — and  fhe  knew  it.     But  (he  would  not  let  it  pafs. 

"  Ha  !  Our  northern  Lord's  i'  the  dumps  !  "  quoth  (he. 
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"  Come,"  faid  the  Earl — "  come,  Madam,  this  is  no  place 
for  the  widow  Countefs  of  Leicefter,  nor  for  the  Earl  of 
EfTex's  mother  ;  nor,  for  that  matter,  for  the  Percy's  mother- 
in-law.     Come  !  "  and  he  drew  my  Lady  kindly  home. 

And  when  EfTex  learned  how  his  mother  had  fought  the 
Queen,  and  how  his  fifter  had  urged  in  that  behalf,  he  felt 
afhamed  that  thofe  he  loved  fhould  peril  themfelves  in  his 
behoof.  So  he  refolved  henceforth  to  enadl  his  own 
part  boldly.  And  he  embraced  his  mother  and  his  fifter 
afFeftionately,  and  ordering  his  meiny  fet  off  for  Effex-houfe. 

'Tis  ftrange  how  ficknefs  qualifieth  a  man  !  How  the 
angry  paflions  be  fubdued  by  the  heat  of  a  fever  ;  as  the 
fun  puts  out  the  fire  on  the  hearth  !  How  pride  bends 
as  the  body  yields  to  pain ;  and  how  weaknefs  and 
humility  entwine  themfelves  gracefully,  like  the  pale  rofe 
and  the  pretty  creeper!  You  fhall  fee  the  ftrong  man 
tremble.  It  is  much.  But  it  is  more  when  the  haughty 
fpirit  Cometh  down  to  the  gentlenefs  of  a  child. 

At  the  wicket  i'  the  Strand  meets  my  Lord  the  Countefs 
of  EfTex.  She  falleth  on  his  neck,  kiffmg  him.  "  My 
Robin  !  My  Robin  !  heart !  deareft !  "  and  my  Lord 
tenderly  clafped  his  fond  wife  to  his  breafl,  and  leading  her 
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to  the  chamber  wept  on  her  bofom  ;  telling  her,  as  to  a  con- 

feflbr,  all  his  former  wrongs  and  injuries — all  he  had  failed 

her  in.    And  on  his  faith  as  a  Chriflian  he  vowed  he  would 

love  and  cherifli  her  only  for  the  time  to  come,  and  would 

fb  far  as  in  him  lay  make  her  right  happy.     And  the  glad 

woman  hung  on  him,  fhedding  many  tears,  faying  ever  and 

anon,  "  Go  to,  Robin  !  what  a  coil !     Ha'  done,  Robin  ! " 

But  he  would  not  ceafe  till  he  had  made  a  clean  breaft, 

as  the  faying  is.     "  And  now,"  quoth  he,  "  Frank,  I  am 

happy  ! "     So  they  fondled  one  another,  and  were  as  when 

they  firft  loved ;  and  they  had  their  dear  little  ones  about 

them  toying  here  and  there.     And  Elizabeth  Sydney  fhe 

grew  apace,  and  the  young  Hereford  was  a  noble  lad  ;  and 

they,  flaring,  wondered  at  the  change  was  in  their  father  : 

but  the  younger  ones  noted  it  not. 

And  after  fome  days  the  Earl  of  EfTex  went  to  the 
Council ;  and  he  was  pricked  o'  the  confcience  when  he 
learned  how  it  flood  with  our  army  in  Ireland. 

And  he  bethought  him  of  his  duty  to  his  country :  and 
of  all  the  Lord  Keeper  had  faid  to  him  in  that  behalf.  And 
of  his  mother's  care  for  him,  and  of  his  fifler's  'haviour. 
And  he  refolved  himfelf  to  pay  his  fervices  at  court. 
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So  my  Lord,  in  a  plain  fuit  of  black  fatin,  and  a  fmall 
mein»y,  floateth  to  Greenwich,  where  the  Court  now  lay. 
And  it  came  to  pafs,  as  he  drew  to  the  fteps,  remembering 
how  in  the  Earl  of  Leicefter's  time  there  was  great  ado  in 
the  ufhering  of  them  up,  he  noted  how  far  more  cheerfully 
he  was  met.  One,  unbidden,  fpreadeth  the  footcloth — 
another  clofeth  the  draughty  door — a  third,  fmiling,  faith, 
"  My  Lord  is  right  welcome" — a  fourth,  "  God  be  praifed 
my  good  Lord  is  again  in  health  ! "  and  fo  on  till  the  Pre- 
fence.  And  then  many  courtiers,  who  had  erft  ftood  aloof, 
prelTed  forward  with  their  greeting ;  and  others  who  had 
been  hoflile  held  forth  a  cordial  hand ;  for  all  men  knev/ 
how  great  an  affront  had  been  thruft  upon  the  Earl,  and 
how  nobly  he  had  borne  himfelf  thereunder.  And  there 
is  nothing  can  raife  the  refpecl  of  your  equals  more  than 
your  patient  fufFering  of  thofe  injuries,  whofe  fling  they  from 
their  own  feelings  can  beft  appreciate. 

When,  for  example,  a  foolifh  Prince  once  Ipat  in  the 
face  of  a  great  General,  that  brave  man  faid,  "  If,  fire,  I 
could  wafti  out  this  infult  with  your  blood  as  I  wipe  it  off 
with  my  kerchief,  your  body  fhould  be  broached  anon  by 
that  fword  hath  hitherto  kept  it  whole  !  "   Who  not  counted 
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this  man  for  a  hero  ?  You  would  not  have  had  him  flay 
the  royal  fool  ?  nay,  nor  flrike  the  princely  beafl  ?  So  it 
was  with  my  Lord ;  there  was  none  i'  the  prefence  but  hon- 
oured him  for  the  late  a6lion,  and  pitied  his  fick  cafe.  And, 
in  truth,  EfTex  looked  very  pale  and  careworn. 

So  my  Lord  approached  the  throne  orderly,  makmg  his 
leg  as  did  the  other  Earls.  But  her  Grace  took  no  note  of 
him.  And  thus  it  happened  day  after  day.  And  EfTex  be- 
gan to  learn  that  the  Queen's  countenance  was  turned  from 
him  :  and  he  made  up  his  mind  thereto,  with  a  Salvo  that 
he  fhould,  if  need  be,  fpend  himfelf  for  his  Country  notwith- 
ftanding.  And  in  the  Privy  Council,  one  day,  it  was  laid 
bare  how  that  Rebellion  grew  more  and  more  fierce,  to  the 
very  peril  of  the  Englifh  rule  in  Ireland ;  and  how  it  was 
to  be  dreaded  that  Spain  would  not  long  delay  to  add  fuel 
to  that  difaftrous  fire.  And  fome  Lords  faid  there  was  no 
general  fit  for  that  exploit :  and  fome  faid  Ralegh  was  the 
man  :  others  fpake  of  Mountjoye.  But  Effex  faid,  "  I  ftiall 
go  !  With  my  befl  blood  I  have  ferved  my  Qu^een  and 
Country,  and  with  my  very  life  will  I  ftand  againft  this  ad- 
verfary,  fo  I  have  due  powers  give  me." 

And  it  was  foon  told  her  Grace  what  the  Earl  of  Effex 
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had  faid.  Therefore,  when  my  Lord  pafTed  before  the 
throne  another  time,  the  Queen  ftayed  him  thus  : 

"  Ha  !  hath  our  Earl  Marfhal  conquered  himfelf,  and 
■will  he  now  deign  to  prote6l  our  realm  ?" 

The  colour  mounted  in  my  Lord.  His  eyes,  rifmg,  met 
thofe  of  his  royal  miftrefs. 

"  Your  Highnefs,"  faid  he,  "  hath  but  to  order,  and 
EfTex's  all  is  at  your  Grace's  'heft." 

There  was  a  taunt  furging  in  the  royal  throat.  Thofe 
who  read  her  countenance  knew  it.  But  a  better  nature 
for  the  nonce — was  it  fo,  or  was  it  but  a  piece  of  queen- 
craft  ? — induced  Elizabeth  to  hold  out  the  royal  hand. 

EfTex  bent  both  knees,  kiffing  the  profefTed  fymbol  of 
peace.  Who  can  tell  his  fenfations  ?  Weak  in  body,  what 
wonder  his  mind  was  overcome  !  Some  faid  her  Grace  re- 
garded the  Earl  feelingly  :  others  faid,  "  Nay  !  " 


K^. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


-«  Confefs 


What  Treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love  P " 
Merch.  Ven.,  a(St  iii.  fc.  ii. 

*'  Marry  this,Jir,  is  proclai?ned  through  all  our  host. 
That  HeBor,  by  the  first  hour  of  the  sun, 
Willy  with  a  trumpet,  twixt  our  Tents  and  Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  fome  knight  to  arms 
That  hath  a  stomach  ;  andfuch  an  one  that  dare 
Maintain  I  know  not  what  I  ^tis  traJJi  /" 

Tr.  and  Cr.,  a6l  i.  {c.  iv. 

ARTHA,  Martha,  attendis  ad  plurima,  unum 
fufficit.  Win  the  Queen,"  quoth  wife  Maf- 
ter  Francis  Bacon,  "  If  this  be  not  the  be- 
ginning, of  any  other  courfe  I  can  fee  no  end."  And  fome 
very  politic  maxims  elfe  did  he  lay  down  for  my  Lord's 
guidance  •,  fome  of  which,  to  fpeak  truly,  Effex  was  of  too 
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noble  and  free  a  condition  to  ufe.  Yet  after  a  while  one 
could  fee  that  the  Earl  had  been  tutored,  but  whether  by 
his  late  ficknefs  or  by  the  refpedls  his  mind  had  entertained 
during  the  fame,  or  through  the  philofophies  of  Mafler 
CufFe,  or  howfoever,  fo  it  was.  Eflex  was  a  fad  man  now. 
Grave  yet  irritable,  often  morofe,  and  courting  folitude. 

The  Court  moved  to  Richmond.  The  Earl  was  daily 
in  attendance-,  for  matters  were  urgent  with  the  Privy 
Council,  and  inftruftions  for  the  expedition  againft  Ireland 
occupied  their  care. 

By  her  Grace's  bedfide,  ere  fhe  arofe,  my  Lord  fat  as 
had  been  his  wont.  The  fair  hand  he  ufed  to  prefs  and 
kifs  lay  on  the  coverlid,  and  anon  he  took  it  into  his  own. 
Then  the  royal  lady,  difengaging  it,  drew  from  beneath  his 
ruff  that  long  lock  of  hair  my  Lord  ever  wore,  toying  with 
it.  There  may  have  been  fome  reftraint  and  awkwardnefs  at 
firfl.  But  people  fall  into  old  ways  foon.  And  Elizabeth 
fpake  of  her  heart's  affeftions  ;  and  how  the  cares  of  rule 
militated  againfl  happinefs.  How  fhe  had  been  better  fitted 
for  a  private  flation  than  for  the  Queen  of  a  great  realm. 
How  fhe  would  have  enjoyed  domeftic  peace,  rather  than 
ftate  broils.     And  her  Grace  fighed  heavily.     Then  EfTex 
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eflayed  to  comfort  her  with  this  word,  that  Providence  had 
found  her  Majefty  fit  for  that  high  eftate.  That  fhe  was  a 
chofen  vefTel  or  Ark  in  which  this  nation  had  been  preferved, 
while  the  whole  world  elfe  lay  deluged  in  Popery.  That 
there  were  as  many  forrows  and  fewer  joys  in  private 
families.  And  that,  if  the  married  ftate  had  its  comforts,  fo 
a  virgin  had  peculiar  bleffings. 

And  the  Queen  flroked  the  Earl's  cheek ;  and  the  Earl 
took  the  Queen's  other  hand  and  kifled  it  fervently  (for  fhe 
had  turned  towards  him ;  looking  very  foothly  at  him). 
And  Elizabeth  fighed  again,  faying,  "  Alas,  my  country  ! 
what  will  come  of  it  when  it  fhall  pleafe  God  to  take  me  ? " 

And  EfTex  anfwered,  "  May  it  pleafe  Him  to  fpare  your 
Highnefs  long ! " 

And  Elizabeth  faid,  "  I  have  fat  upon  this  throne  now 
one-and-forty  years  !" 

And  EfTex  anfwered,  "  God  prefer ve  your  Majefly  as 
many  more  ! " 

And  the  Queen  began  to  call  to  mind  many  who  had 
ferved  her  faithfully,  and  were  now  dead.  She  fpake  of 
Thomas  RatclifFe  Earl  of  SufFex,  of  Thomas  Clinton  Earl  of 
Lincoln,  of  William   Haflings   Earl   of  Huntingdon,   of 
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"Walter  Devereux  Earl  of  ElFex.  Then  of  Robin  Dudley. 
And  fhe  fighed  as  a  widow  fighs  when  after  many  years 
fhe  remembereth  the  hufband  of  her  youth.  And  fhe 
prefently  fpake  of  Hatton  •,  and  a  faint  fmile  pafled  over  her 
pale  cheek.  And  anon  fhe  dropped  a  tear  for  Philip 
Sidney.  EfTex,  too,  grew  mournful,  reflefting  how  the 
glory  of  this  world  paffeth  away ;  and  how  the  young  and 
the  gallant,  the  chivalrous  and  the  good,  and  the  loved  and 
the  hopeful,  go  to  their  unremembered  graves,  while  the 
mifchiefs  of  the  wicked,  and  the  felfifh,  and  the  bafe  furvive. 

And  they  fate  filently,  both  mufmg.  And  her  Majefty's 
watch  lay  on  the  fland,  and  its  tickings  founded  folemnly. 
And  there  was  a  noife  behind  the  bed,  as  of  fome  one  clearing 
the  throat.  And  my  Lord,  ere  one  could  think,  clapped  his 
rapier  through  the  Arras  •,  and  then  there  was  certainly  a 
motion  behind  as  of  one  efcaping.  "  Who's  there  ! "  cried 
he  paiTionately,  "  A  rat  ? "  But,  the  ladies  of  the  bed- 
chamber coming  in  from  the  other  fide  with  her  Grace's 
aired  linen,  the  Queen  faid,  "  How  long  wilt  keep  to  thy 
foining  ? "  figning  that  fhe  would  now  be  alone  with  her 
women. 

And  it  came  to  pafs  after  fome  days,  that  there  were 
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joufts  i'  the  Park,  and  lifts  fet  out,  and  a  very  gay  company 
afTembled  over  and  above  the  Court :  for  her  Majefly  pre- 
fided  as  the  Queen  of  beauty,  having  a  raifed  throne  in 
the  very  centre  of  the  barriers. 

There  were  many  nobles  and  knights  who  ran  their 
courfes,  but  none  came  with  more  difplay  than  Sir  Walter 
Ralegh.  With  his  whole  meiny,  he  and  they  clade  in 
Tawny,  and  at  the  flourifli  of  clarions,  he  galloped  into  the 
lifts.  But  lo  !  my  Lord  the  Earl  of  Effex  enters  the  other 
end,  himfelf  and  a  large  retinue,  all  in  Tawny  too.  And  his 
purfuivant,  bearing  his  fhield,  cried  with  a  loud  voice — 
"  Here  flandeth  Robert  Devereux,  Earl  of  EfTex,  Vifcount 
Hereford,  Lord  Ferrers  of  Chartley,  Bourchier,  and  Lou- 
vaine.  Lord  Marfhal  of  England,  Mafler  of  the  Ordnance, 
Mailer  of  the  Horfe,  Knight  of  the  moft  noble  order  of 
the  Garter,  prepared  to  break  a  launce  in  honour  of  our 
Sovereign  Lady  Elizabeth,  of  thefe  realms  Queen,  Defender 
of  the  Faith,  and  fo  forth  ! "  Anon  my  Lord  trotteth 
round  the  lifts,  the  trumpets  clanging  fharply  ;  thus  joining 
his  men  with  Sir  Walter's.  Folk  thought  'twas  but  one 
cavalcade,  aU  wearing  orange-tawny  plumes.  But  my 
Lord  ran  foully  :  and,  had  the  Lady's  beauty  hung  on  the 


92  The  Noble  Traytour. 


point  of  his  pike,  'twould  have  been  a  forry  thing ;  for  he 
brake  many  flaves,  and  was  well  nigh  unhorfed  more  than 
once. 

And  on  the  morrow  'twas  the  fame ;  for  though  Sir 
Walter  and  his  men  were  clade  in  Kendal  green,  my  Lord's 
tailors  being  aware,  had  like  coats  for  the  Earl's  meiny. 
Yet  Eflex  to-day  ran  worfe  than  yeflerday.  So  that  witty 
fellow  Harrington  faid,  "  My  Lord  changeth  his  colours  to 
prove  that  one  in  green  can  tilt  worfe  than  one  in  tawny, 
which  aforetime  was  difcredited."  But  Ralegh  carried  it 
Aill ;  for,  prefently  doffing  his  clothes,  he  came  in  alone, 
mounted  on  a  black  Barbary  horfe,  and  in  a  complete  fuit  of 
filver  armour,  beautifully  chafed  in  damafk  work,  and 
fplendidly  bright.  And  his  fword  hilt  and  belt  were 
ftudded  with  diamonds,  his  helmet,  with  a  magnificent 
plume,  was  crefted  with  an  efcarboncle.  And,  as  his  beaver 
was  up,  all  faw  his  handfome  manly  face  wearing  a  mofl: 
felf-fatisfied  favour.  On  his  left  arm  hung  his  fhield. 
Azure :  in  Bend,  five  fuzils  Argent.  And  on  his  fhoulder 
a  fhort  blue  velvet  cloke,  fuzils  in  plate  let  in  panewife 
thereupon.  Such  a  knight  fo  caparifoned  had  not  been 
feen  in  Tournay  in  the  memory  of  man  ! 
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There  were  thofe  who  hoped  to  fee  the  Earl  of  Eflex 
challenge  Sir  "Walter  in  her  Grace's  name :  but  whether 
the  Queen  forbade,  or  other  refpe6ts  prevented,  certain  it 
is  there  was  no  emulation  of  that  fort  between  them.  If 
two  maftiffs  meet  on  the  road,  haply  they  fhall  not  fight, 
yet  it  is  not  cow^ardice  in  either. 

And  that  night,  being  her  Majefty's  Birthday,  there  were 
Revels  fuch  as  had  not  been  had  a  long  while.  And  my 
Lord  was  in  high  fpirits,  and  the  Countefs  of  Leicefter  was 
there  and  his  own  Countefs,  and  the  Queen  fpake  to  both  of 
them.  And  all  old  griefs  feemed  to  have  been  forgotten. 
Sir  Robert  Cecyl  was  wonderfully  courteous  and  obfequi- 
ous,  and  the  Lord  Cobham  tried  to  fay  fome  civil  things. 
Then  did  the  Earl  of  Nottingham  fpeak  of  Eifex's  prowefs, 
and  Lord  Thomas  Howard  gave  hope  that  no  enemy 
could  fland  againfl  the  hero  of  Gadez.  My  Lord  Mount- 
joye  faying,  he  would  fain  ferve  under  the  gallant  Earl ; 
there  were  many  Nobles  and  Knights  and  Gentles  who 
volunteered  to  go  with  Effex  to  Ireland  or  whitherfoever. 
And  there  was  high  Feafling  that  night,  and  Brawls, 
and  a  Mafque,  and  Sir  Walter  Ralegh's  drefs  paffed ; 
for  he  ware  the  Earl  of  Effex's  colours  now :  a  crimfon 
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fatin  fuit  trimmed  with  Flanders'  lace  and  needlework,  and 
powdered  with  pearls,  as  they  faid,  to  the  prefent  value  of 
fixty  thoufand  pounds.  Nay,  his  very  ftioes  were  like 
ftars,  for  they  gliflered  with  diamonds  throughout. 

And  the  courtiers  offered  their  gifts  to  her  Majefty,  pro- 
feifing  wifhes  for  a  long  and  happy  reign :  and  her  Grace 
fent  round  a  loving  cup  of  Ypocras  with  her  royal  favour. 
And  there  was  great  merriment,  with  joy  and  gladnefs  ;  and 
the  Queen,  very  richly  and  frefhly  attired,  danced  with  the 
Earl  of  EfTex  5  and  you  would  think  all  were  dear  friends 
and  kind  lovers  of  each  other,  as  in  truth  they  ihould  have 
been  to  match  fuch  proteftations. 

On  the  2  7th  of  March,  in  the  afternoon,  my  Lord  Vice- 
Regent  of  Ireland  took  horfe  in  Sidon  Lane ;  and  from 
thence,  accompanied  with  divers  noblemen  and  many  others, 
himfelf  very  plainly  habited,  rode  through  Grace-ftreet, 
Cornhill,  Cheapfide,  and  other  high  ftreets.  In  all  which 
places,  and  in  the  fields  beyond,  the  people  preffed  exceed- 
ingly to  behold  him.  And  in  the  highways,  for  more  than 
four  miles,  they  cried  out  amain,  "  God  blefs  your  Lord- 
fliip  !  "  "  God  preferve  your  honour  !  "  And  fome,  with 
thefe  and  the  like  falutations,  followed  him  till  evening. 
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Now,  when  the  Earl  and  his  company  came  forth  of 
London,  the  fky  was  very  calm  and  clear.  But  ere  he  gat 
paft  lilington  there  arofe  a  portentous  cloud  in  the  N.  E., 
whence  fuddenly  came  lightnings  and  thunderings,  with 
a  great  fhower  of  hail  and  rain,  which  fome  held  to  be  an 
ominous  prodigy. 

And  on  the  fecond  day  at  funfet  my  Lord  reached  Che- 
nies  :  and  the  gentles  and  their  bodymen  were  lodged  in  the 
houfe,  but  the  troops  went  into  quarters  along  the  road  from 
Aylesbury  to  Buckingham. 

Now,  Adam  Bell,  Sir  Thomas'  ranger,  had  fhot  down  a 
Hart  of  Grace,  and  two  fat  Bucks ;  Beeves  had  been 
llaughtered,  and  Sheep  and  Pigs  ;  and  Hares  and  Conies  had 
been  trapped.  Two  tuns  of  Sack  were  fet  abroach; 
and  an  unconfcionable  deal  of  ale.  Right  noble  was  the 
company  came  with  the  Earl  Marfhal,  and  right  hofpi- 
tably  did  Sir  Thomas  Cheney  entertain  them. 

There  were  the  Earls  of  Derby,  Rutland,  and  Southamp- 
ton ;  the  Lords  Windfor,  Grey,  Audley,  and  Cromwell ;  Sir 
Ferdinand©  Gorges,  Sir  Henry  and  Sir  Charles  Danvers, 
Sir  Charles  and  Sir  Chriflopher  Blount,  Sir  Thomas  Eger- 
ton,  Sir  Thomas  Germaine,  Sir  Alexander  RatclifFe,  and 
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Sir  Edward  Wingfield  *,  and  to  thefe  came  Squire  Beronfaw 
and  the  Hampfhire  Efquire,  each  with  a  company  of  fix 
fcore  men.     And  William  Cheney,  he  was  minded  to  go  this 
venture  with  his  friend.     He  would  be  EfFex's  Efquire,  as 
Sir  Thomas  had  been  Efquire  to  Earl  Walter.     And  Wil- 
liam had  a  troop  of  eighty  men,  tenants  of  Chenies  and 
Clay  don,  mounted  on  their  own  beafts,  refolute  to  follow 
their  young  mafter  to  the  field.     You  fhould  have  feen 
Davy  flourifh  the  colours  !     So  brifkly  did  he  wave  the 
blue  flag,  that  one  could  not  difcover  the  Crofs-flory  thereon 
'till  he  was  better  learned.     And  how  folemn  old  ''Zekiel 
fate  ever  clofe  at  the  Earl  MarfhaPs  heels  !     And  my  Lord 
Southampton  fhowed  William  of  Mafter  Shakfpeare's  do- 
ings, how  he  had  jufl  writ  two  plays  on  I-Cing  Henry  IV. 
How  they    aimed   higher    than   thofe   Hiftories    William 
had  feen  afled,  having  a  development  of  charafter  proper  to 
Comedies,  and  a  folemn  gait  fuitable  to  Tragedy.     And  my 
Lord  noted  that  the  Poet's  humour  was  lately  growing 
broader,  and  flill  of  a  deeper  vein.     And  William  fhowed 
fome  treafured  lines  the  witty  author  had  writ  when  at 
.  Chenies  in  autumn  lafl :  for  it  was  under  tlie  wide  fpread- 
ing  .beeches  of  Old  Chenies  that  William  Shakfpeare  con- 
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ceived  the  poetry  of  "  As  you  Like  It," — though  for  a 
romantic  colouring  he  put  the  fcene  in  Arden.  You  ihall 
judge.     'Tis  of  Jaques  one  fpeaks  : — 

*'  To-day^  my  Lord  of  Amiens  and  myfelf 
Did  steal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  Oak,  ivhofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  hrook  that  braiuls  alofjg  this  wood : 
To  the  ivhich  place  a  poor  fequeji ere d  Jlag, 
That  from  the  hu7iter''s  aim  had  td'en  hurt. 
Did  come  to  languifh  ;  and  indeed,  my  Lord, 
The  ivr etched  animal  heaved  forth  fuch  groans 
That  their  difcharge  didflretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almost  to  bursting ;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Courfed  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofe 
In  piteous  chafe  :  And  thus  the  hairy  fool, 
liluch  marked  of  the  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  the  extremest  verge  of  the  fivifi  brook. 
Augmenting  it  with  tears^ 

"  You  fhall  see  thefe  things  whiles  here,"  said  he ; 
"  though  'tis  not  often  a  poet  in  the  dumps  fo  moralifes  on 
them  !     And  again,  where  elfe  was  this  writ  ? 

'*  Under  the  Gree?iwood  tree. 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
A?id  tune  his  merry  note. 
Unto  thefweet  bird's  throat  P 

VOL.  III.  H 
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Come  hither,  Come  hither,  Come  hither  ! 

Here  Jh all  he  fee 

No  Enemy 
But  ivititer  and  rough  weather  I 

*'  Who  doth  ambition Jljun, 
And  loves  to  lie  z'  the  Sun ; 
Seekijig  the  food  he  eats. 
And  pleafed  with  what  he  gets, 
Come  hither.  Come  hither.  Come  hither  I 
Here  Jh  all  he  fee 
No  Enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weather  !  " 

There  was  more  than  one  Phoebe  in  Steeple-Claydon, 

and   too  many  of  Silvius'  fort  about  Chenies,  the  Jades 

iaid.     Some  accufed  poor  Davy  of  being  a  Touchftone,  he 

having  feen  foreign  parts  ;  though  not  fuch  a  fool  as  to  have 

been  in  Arden,  quod  he.     'Twas  one  o'  the  Waights'  fongs, 

too — 

"  Whatjhall  he  have  who  hilled  the  deer  P  " 

And  another  lefs  modeftly  worded,  that  the   wild   lads 

chaunt — 

**  Between  the  acres  of  the  rye^^ 

Now  upon  this  fubjefl  the  Earl  of  Southampton  and  William 
Cheney  fat  talking  almoft  through  the  night :  but  my  Lord 


The  SiicceJJim  again.  gg 

of  ElTex  was  in  the  room  behind  the  Armoury,  clofeted  with 
Sir  Thomas,  going  over  and  over  again  the  vexed  queftion 
of  the  fucceflion.  Now  would  he  bring  himfelf  through  York 
and  now  through  Lancafter  ;  then  would  he  fall  back  on 
Thomas  of  Woodflock ;  and  anon  conceive  none  flood 
between  him,  Robert  Devereux,  and  the  rightful  inheri- 
tance of  the  Throne. 

But  the  Knight  was  refolute  that  my  Lord,  and  thofe  claim- 
ing with  the  like  right,  were  but  in  the  fifth  degree  :  that,  if 
the  Plantagenet  blood  fhould  be  reftored,  there  were  very 
many  of  admitted  defcent  nearer  akin  to  the  great  flock  of 
Edward  the  Third  ;  but  that  the  nation  having  grafted 
the  Houfe  of  Tudor  on  that  ftock,  and  fuffered  Henry  the 
Eighth  to  will  the  order  of  fuccefTion,  that  order  now  refled 
either  in  the  Queen  under  that  precedent,  or  in  the  nation 
exprefTmg  itfelf  in  Parliament.  He  thought  the  Queen  was 
competent ;  if  fhe  failed,  the  other.  And  he  reminded  EfTex 
how,  when  the  Scots  Queen  was  cut  off,  prudent  men 
had  faid  fhe  had  been  the  heir  to  both  thefe  realms  j  and 
that  her  fon  James  undoubtedly  reprefented  the  blood  of 
Henry  the  Seventh. 

And  with  this  he  fcarce  ftayed  my  Lord's  importunity  : 
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our. 


for  certainly  fome  had  fet  his  head  hammering  on  thefe 
matters  with  an  evil  aim.  You  remember  how  Doleman's 
book  was  dedicated  to  him  ;  and  now,  with  expreiTions  of 
efteem  and  reipe<51,  one  Hayward,  a  Student  of  Civil  Law 
in  Cambridge,  prefents  to  my  Lord  "  A  Treatife  of  Henry 
IV./'  fhewing  the  depofition  of  King  Richard  IL  And 
there  was  much  defcanting  about  it  forthwith,  why  fuch  a 
flory  fhould  come  out  at  this  time  ;  and  many  exceptions 
were  taken  to  the  Epiftle  dedicatory,  objefting  to  my  Lord 
in  good  earneft.  Of  fuch  import  was  it  thought  by  fome 
that  her  Grace  queflioned  Mafter  Francis  if  this  might  not 
be  Treafon,  and  would  fain  have  the  author  racked,  that  he 
might  reveal.  But  Bacon  (with  a  jefl)  diverted  her,  faying 
he  could  prove  the  book  2.  felony,  for  many  pafTages  therein 
were  bafely  ftolen ;  but  for  treafon,  there  was  no  luch 
matter  in't. 

But,  howfoever,  the  Earl's  imagination  bent  on  the 
liiccellion ;  and,  what  is  more,  people  very  well  knew  it 
was  fo. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

"  The  grcatejl  plagues  that  hwnan  fiature  fuffers 
Are  feated  here:   Wildnefs  and  ivarits  i?mumerahle '^ 
The  Sea  Voyage,  a<fl  i.  {c.  in. 

\^  a  great  horfe  he  called  "  White  Surrey,"  the 
blue  footcloth  embroidered  on  either  fide  with 
the  filver  Crofs-flory,  Sir  Thomas  and  his  meiny 
m  great  flate  efcorted  his  military  guefts   as  far  as  Buck- 


ingham. 


The  little  troop  of  Yeomanry  were  yet  drawn  up  in  the 
Court-yard,  a  moft  feemly  fight,  for  the  men  were  all  in 
blue,  having  the  five  links  of  chain  worked  upon  their 
fhoulders  •,  and  Davy  was  a  ilourifhing  his  banner  to  and 
fro  luftily,  to  the  amazement  of  the  byeftanders.  The 
troop  was  indeed  a  gallant  band,  having  been  marihalled  by 
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the  Knight  himfelf.  William  lagged  behind  ;  he  had  more 
lafl  words  for  his  mother,  and  ftill  drawn-out  embraces  for 
forlorn  Helen  and  his  Httle  ones. 

At  length  the  rere-guard  fhogged  off.  You  might  hear 
the  braying  of  a  trumpet  coming  up  on  the  breeze,  and 
from  the  Tower  fee  flraggling  companies  wending  North- 
ward. Prefently  even  the  fathers  and  the  fweethearts  of 
William's  troopers  had  gone  home,  and  all  was  quiet  in 
Chenies  but  the  difturbed  dogs  and  the  bufy  houfehold. 
Dame  Elizabeth  felt  as  a  mother  feels  parting  her  only  fon. 
But  ihe  comforted  herfelf :  "  'Tis  his  duty  !  And  the  fame 
Providence  is  over  him  in  War  as  in  Peace.  God  be  with 
my  boy  !  "  But  Helen  fate  forrowfuUy  on  the  flooi,  her 
pretty  Nell  coiled  on  her  lap,  her  hopeful  boys,  Robin  and 
fmall  Tom,  playing  at  foldiers  i'  the  lobby,  fhouting  after  a 
moH:  martial  mode ;  now  mocking  Grandfather,  now  with 
a  fpice  of  Davy's  vein.  And  it  was  pleafant  to  fee  how 
thefe  children  in  their  play  drew  the  fond  woman's 
thoughts  from  carking  after  her  fweet  William. 

By  evenfong  Sir  Thomas  returned.  He  had  met  his 
fon  by  the  way.  There  had  been  embracings  and  bleilings. 
But  the  Knight  enjoined,  above  all,  a  careful  watching  of  the 


Sir  Tho7nas  his  Opinion.  10^ 

Earl.  "For,"  faid  he,  "I  much  mifdoubt  his  humours. 
Let  him  watch  his  health." 

And  Sir  Thomas  fpake  fadly  to  his  wife  concerning  the 
young  man  whom  they  both  loved  :  Dame  Elizabeth  faying, 
"  God  grant  he  be  not  convertite  to  thefe  newfangled 
fancies  ! " 

"  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  Befs,"  quoth  her  hufband.  «  They 
of  his  complexion,  having  inconflant  entrails,  be  apt  for 
violent  ipiritual  motions.  They  pafs  from  unreafonable 
fears  to  immoderate  gloom  ;  and  fo,  having  too  much  faith 
in  their  own  conceits,  have  too  Httle  hope  in  God's 
promifes." 

"  They  be  an  unhappy  fort,  Thomas  !  And  if  Effex's 
body  be  rheumatic,  he  going  to  a  moift,  rotten  climate,  I 
fear  me  he  fhall  take  thought  on't." 

"  'Tis  an  exampled  cafe ;  for  the  Cantons  and  the 
Palatinate,  Holland,  the  Scottifh  Lowlands,  and  thofe  parts 
of  Ireland  that  be  reformed,  have  all  grafped  at  Mafler 
Calvin's  fcheme  ;  and  they  be  all  low,  damp,  foggy  and 
fwampy  places,  and  the  inhabiters  given  greatly  to  ftrong 
waters  therefore ;  while,  in  the  hard  north  of  Allmagne, 
and  here  on  our  gravelly  foil,  we  hold  more  generous  views 
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of  God,  and  are  fomething  more  hopeful  of  ourfelves  and 
fellow  creatures." 

"  Poor  Lord  !    He  hath  not  that  alacrity  he  was  wont!" 

"  No  !  Nor  the  franknefs  was  his  deareft  quality." 

"Yet  'tis  faid  he  hath  given  up  thofe  evil  Court 
praftices." 

"  God  be  thanked  !     His  poor  wife  fhall  now  be  happy." 

"  He  fpake  of  her  with  tears  in  's  eyes." 

"  And  of  his  little  ones  ^  " 

«  Moft  tenderly." 

"  Poor  EiTex  !  " 

"Pray  God  he  fhall  do  well !  " 

"  Take  heart,  Befs  !  He  hath  ever  been  a  hero  in  the 
field :  now  ihall  he  bring  Rebellion  broached  upon  his 
fword,  William  faith." 

So  EfTex  journeyed  towards  the  coafl,  flowly  and  pain- 
fully. 'Twas  a  different  gait,  look  you,  than  when  he  rode 
to  Plymouth  in  Don  Antonio  his  affairs  :  or  yet  when  he 
v/as  urging  on  the  Gades  expedition.  But  the  fame  men 
be  not  the  fame  at  all  times.  And  the  Ague  fhaketh  the 
very  heart  out  of  one.  And  my  Lord  knew  that  he  left 
but  three  friends  i'  th'  Council ;  to  wit,  the  Lord  Keeper 
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Egerton,  the  moft  reverend  the  Archbifhop  Whitgift,  and 
his  uncle  Knollys,  Mr.  Comptroller.  Whereas  the  refl 
were  his  vouched  adverfaries  and  mofl:  hollow  flatterers. 
He  knew  too  that  Ralegh  might  now  fit  on  her  Grace's  pillow 
an  he  Med  ;  and  that  none  from  within  the  Arras  would 
tell  him  of  her  Majefly's  mind.  With  thefe  griefs  behind 
him,  and  an  ungracious  taflc  afore,  what  wonder  fhould  the 
fpirit  quail  } 

On  the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  after  as  rough  and  danger- 
ous a  paffage  as  had  been  known  at  that  time  of  year,  the 
Earl  arrived  in  Dublin. 

'Twas  a  fine  funfhiny  morning,  and  the  air  was  clear  and 
wholefome  after  the  florm,  as  the  little  fhip  rolled  in  the 
fmoother  water  of  the  Bay.  There,  on  the  left,  lie  the  big 
hills  dipping  their  giant  bodies  in  the  deep  blue  fea ;  and, 
far  as  the  eye  could  reach  fouthward,  headland  after  head- 
land jut,  and  landwife  mountain  upon  mountain  is  piled  up. 
How  beautiful  their  cloudlike  forms  !  And  thofe  two  cones 
fo  notable — the  dim  filver-purple  colouring,  the  fparkling 
rocks — the  Azure  vault  of  heaven  above,  and  the  calm 
waters  at  your  feet !  On  the  right,  fome  ten  miles  from  the 
mainland,  meeteth  you  the  promontory  of  Howth.     'Tis  the 
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fweeteft  outline  your  fancy  could  imagine  j  and  it  circles 
the  weary  mariner  as  a  ftrong  man's  arm  round  a  timid 
girl's  waifl: ;  for  within  its  reach  all  is  ftill  as  an  inland  lake. 
Before  you  is  the  Anna  LifFey,  fpeeding  fro'  th'  Eaft ;  the  tide 
cleanfmg  it  for  many  miles  above  the  City.  And  on  your 
left,  that  is,  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river,  rucked  on  a  rifmg 
knowle,  like  a  Curlew  wailing  i'  the  marshes,  is  Dublin. 

A  fmall  Capital  truly,  and  yet  too  large  for  its  inhabiters. 
You  fhall  find  in't  as  many  ruins  as  dwellings  ;  and  there  be 
poor  folk  hovelled  in  the  wrack  more  than  houfed  tradefmen 
i'  the  ftreets,  and  more  mud  cabins  than  brick,  and  more 
thatch  than  wood  or  Hate.  And  the  Caille  where  the  Lord 
Deputy  fhould  live,  and  where  the  Officers  of  State  be,  is  a 
dull  gloomy  building,  incommodious  and  ill-repaired ; 
moreover,  wholly  incapable  fhould  an  enemy  attempt  it. 
There  is,  hard  by,  a  venerable  Cathedral  dedicate  to  St. 
Patrick,  and  an  Abbey  of  the  Redeemer,  both  of  an  antique 
fiyle,  but  uncleanly  and  dilapidated,  as  are  other  of  the  holy 
places  here  and  throughout  the  country.  And  there  is  a 
Spital  and  fome  overthrown  Monafleries  extra  muros^  and  her 
Grace's  new  College  a  mile  down  the  river,  near  the  banks. 
Such  is  the  city  ! 
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But  it  would  have  done  your  heart  good  to  witnefs  how 
hofpitably  the  natives  welcomed  the  Lord-Lieutenant,  her 
Majefty's  Governor-General !  How  they,  who  had  them, 
threw  up  their  greafy  caps  with  a  "  Cead  milk  faiths^'' — be- 
ing interpreted,  "  A  hundred  thoufand  good  wishes  "  at  the 
leaft  \  and,  with  fhoutings  and  triumphings,  how  they  re- 
garded EfTex  as  one  who  had  already  achieved  their  falva- 
tlon,  by  the  overthrow  of  all  enemies,  real  and  imaginary. 
For  'tis  wonderful  how  (to  fpeak  in  their  own  figure)  the 
Iriih  be  grateful  rather  in  hoping  than  on  experience. 

Now  the  Earl,  when  he  had  landed,  rode  into  the  Caftle, 
and  was  fworn  into  his  office,  receiving  the  Sword.  Im- 
mediately he  called  upon  the  Council  to  report  to  him  on 
the  ftate  of  Ireland. 

So  there  were  lifts,  and  fchemes,  and  ftatements,  plans, 
and  maps,  and  inftru6fions.  Much  contradi(ftory  matter, 
omifTions,  extenuations,  overdraughts.  In  effeft,  'twas  as 
difficult  to  fift  the  true  from  the  falfe,  and  the  needful  from 
the  ufelefs,  as  it  had  been  to  begin  all  anew.  For  there 
was  neither  order,  nor  form,  nor  exaftnefs  in  any  thing,  na}', 
nor  in  any  man.  Honefty,  in  the  report  o'  the  Council,  but 
little ;  nor  yet  in  the  returns  of  the  Army.     For,  firft,  the 
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troops  already  in  Ireland  had  been  drawn  into  idle,  miferable 
journeys,  whereby  they  were  rendered  weak  and  unfer- 
viceable.  Many  were  already  fick  from  this  haralTing,  and 
for  lack  of  proper  food.  There  was  not  provifion  of  any 
fort  to  fuftain  them  for  a  fuigle  week  !  Secondly,  the  army 
was  both  undifciplined  and  difTolute.  And  laftly,  the 
Council  was  inefficient,  if  not  aftually  mifchievous,  as  her 
Majefty  confefTed,  imputing  to  them  almofl  the  lofmg  of  the 
kingdom.  Thefe  things,  therefore,  ElTex  wrote  of  com- 
plaining, with  this  word  that,  as  he  was  her  Majefty 's 
minifler  in  this  the  greateft  caufe  fhe  ever  had,  lb  he 
entreated  their  Lordfhips  to  forget  his  perfon  if  they  would, 
but  fo  to  honour  and  regard  his  office  that  he  might  be 
enabled  to  reduce  the  fo  great  rebellion. 

And  my  Lord  fet  himfelf  to  underftand  the  people  with 
whom  he  had  to  deal  ;  their  temper  and  conditions  :  and  to 
learn  the  ufes  and  cuftoms  they  had  j  enquiring  why  it  was 
thev  ffiould  ever  be  poor  and  uncivilized,  as  it  were  fcorning 
good  rule  and  domeftical  comfort :  apt  for  revolt,  like  the 
raging  fea  cafting  up  mire  and  dirt.  And  one  Dymok,  an 
ingenious  perfon  who  had  noted  thefe  things,  much  helped 
my  Lord  in  unt willing  the  contrary  humours  of  the  natives. 
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"  For,"  he  laid,  "  firil:  you  fliall  feparate  the  whole  into 
three  forts  :  to  wit,  the  Englifh  fetders  who  are  in  pale  and 
rule,  but  be  in  a  continued  progrefs  of  derogation.  Se- 
condly, the  Anglo-Irifh,  a  mixed  folk  oppofite  to  all  govern- 
ment but  by  their  lewd  wills :  thirdly,  the  mere  Iriili, 
whofe  Lords  keep  them  favage  for  their  own  ends." 

Now  the  degenerate  and  the  mixed  folk  and  the  mere 
Irifh  be  all  one  in  rebellion.  As  occafion  £hall  ferve  they'll 
bond  them,  too,  with  the  wild  Scot,  or  with  any  marauder 
comes." 

"  Then  we  fhall  have  enemies  of  our  kin,"  faid  EfFex 
faltering;  "  the  Anglo-Irifh  ? " 

"  Ay,  my  Lord,  and  they  the  bittereft.  The  MacMahons 
and  MacSwines,  v/ho  were  Fitz  Urfe  and  De  Vere,  you 
ihall  find  more  defperate  wild  than  the  O'Beirnes  or 
O'Mores.  There  is  the  Defmond,  too,  a  Geraldine,  and  he 
untameable,  worfe  than  Tyr  Oen  himfelf." 

"So!" 

And  then  jN'Iafler  Dymok  lliewed  my  Lord  how  unfitted 
our  laws  were  for  a  mixed  people  ;  witneiTmg  that,  whether 
for  good  or  for  evil,  they  were  neither  obferved  nor  obeyed : 
all  men  feeking  to  evade  what  was  once  faid  to  be  the 
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Law.  To  wit :  though  her  Grace  had  abolifhed  the 
infamous  ufe  of  Coyne  and  Livery  within  the  Pale,  yet  the 
degenerate  Englifh  had  reforted  to  it :  and  though  there 
were  injunftions  againft  marriages,  foflerings,  and  allyings 
with  the  mere  Irifh,  yet  would  they  covet  thefe  connexions 
more  than  any.  Nor  was  there  any  element  of  good 
governm.ent  in  their  own  cuftoms :  for  with  them  the 
inheritance  defcendeth  not  by  fucceiTion  from  father  to  fon, 
or  from  elder  to  younger,  but  they  attain  to  it  by  election; 
ail  the  Sept  making  choice  of  one  who  hath  fhewed  himfelf 
mofh  valiant  j  wherefore  the  more  barbarous  and  cruel  the 
fooner  will  he  be  preferred.  Firft  he  fhall  be  Taunift,  then 
Chief.  And,  as  with  the  Princes,  fo  with  the  meaner  fort. 
No  man  is  lord  of  his  own  longer  than  he  can  hold  it. 
So  are  there  perpetual  ftirs  among  them. 

"  Well,"  faid  EfTex,  "  an  they  love  fuch  laws  'twill  be 
hard  to  perfuade  them  to  adopt  ours.  It  can  only  be  by 
good  government  among  the  Englifh  fettlers,  and  a  fair 
enfample.  Oh,  'tis  a  miferable  country  where  the  poor  is 
the  Have  of  the  rich — where  the  weak  muft  bend  to  the 
ftrong — where  the  peaceful  and  induftrious  fhall  be  fpoiled 
and    tram.pled  on  by  the  violent    and    profligate !     Haft 
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the  catalogue  of  their  forces,  Mafler  Dymok  ?    We  mufl: 

go  meet  them." 

"  I  have,  my  Lord-,  here  is  the  Schedule.     In  all,  nigh 

thirty  thoufand." 

"  But  thefe  be  fcattered  through  the  country  ? " 

"  O'Nial,  who  brings  the  mofl  to  the  field,  hath  fome  ten 

thoufand." 

"  I  fhould  meet  him  firft  !     To-morrow  " 

"  By  your  leave,   good  my  Lord,  the  Council  thinks 

not  fo." 
"Not'" 
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'^  Now,  for  the  rebels  ivh'ich Jland  out  in  Ireland^ 
Expedient  manage  miifl  he  made,  my  liege  ; 
Kre  farther  leifure  yield  them  farther  means ^ 
For  their  advaiitage  and  your  High?iefs^  lofs." 

K.  Richard  II.,  act  i.  fc.  iv. 

SSEX  had  been  but  few  days  in  Dublin  :  yet 
had  he  accomplifhed  much.  And  indeed  there 
were  great  matters  awaiting  him.  Grievances 
to  be  redrefTed  :  good  laws  per  cafe,  but  great  lack  of 
carrying  them  out.  And  my  Lord  was  of  opinion  that  thefe 
were  as  bad  as  evil  laws  well  executed  :  Ipeedy  wrong, 
laith  the  proverb,  hurts  lefs  than  tardy  right.  And,  more- 
over, there  had  been  much  oppreffion ;  for  juftice  (if  fo  it 
could  be  called)  had  been  minlflered  according  to  affeflion 
if  not  under  fear. 


The  Gathering,  rrT 


And  there  were  dire6lions  to  be  given  to  the  Deputy  for 
the  rule  in  the  mean  time,  and  arrangements  for  the  following 
on  of  troops  and  the  viflualling  of  the  army ;  befides  the 
necefTary  preparations  for  the  War,  which  my  Lord  had 
determined  to  profecute  with  alacrity  and  vigour.  For  the 
Earl  felt  rightly  that  to  his  fuccefs  rapid  movements, 
repeated  conquefls  of  however  fmall  forces,  would  more 
conduce  than  vi(flories  over  greater  numbers  at  longer 
intervals.  Whatfoever  fhould  foonefl  ftrike  terror  and 
alarm  into  the  natives'  fpirit,  that  would  fpeediefl  bring  them 
to  compoiition,  for  they  were  dependant  one  on  another, 
and  yet  were  difunited ;  fo  that  every  petty  chief  taken  in 
was  reckoned  for  a  lofs  unto  the  whole,  difheartening  thofe 
who  yet  held  out, 

Nov/  though  Effex  had  yielded  to  the  advice  of  his 
Council,  abandoning  for  the  prefent  his  own  will,  to  attack 
O'Nial  in  his  flrongholds  ;  he  cordially  adopted  the  plan 
fuggefled  to  him,  refolving  at  once  to  put  it  into  execution. 

Whereupon,  collecting  fuch  Lords  and  Gentlemen  of  the 
Pale  as  were  well  afFe6led  to  her  Grace,  and  prone  for  this 
adventure :  to  wit.  Sir  Chriftopher  St.  Lawrence,  fon  to 
the    Lord    Howth  ;     Sir    Ralph    Cufac,    and    Talbot   of 

VOL.  III.  I 
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Malahide ;  Sir  John  de  HoufTe,  Baron  of  the  Naul ;  and 
Phepo,  Baron  Calf ;  Sir  T.  Prefton,  Lord  of  Gormanftown  ; 
and  Sir  N.  Bernewall,  Lord  of  Trimleflown ;  with  Nangle 
(who   is  Montacute)  ;    Nugent,  Baron  Delvin ;    and    the 
Butler,  Baron  of  Dunboyne  •,  and,  incorporating  them  with 
thofe  worthy  Noblemen  and  Captains  had  accompanied  him 
from  England,  Eflex  marched  into  IGldare,  through  a  rich 
champagne  country,  the  wild  mountains  on  his  left,  an  old 
natural  wood  of  oak,  holly,  and  birch,  fkirting  him  on  the 
right.     By  the  way  he  divided  his  troops,  marflialling  them 
after  that  fafliion  he  had  ufed  on  his  more  glorious  expedi- 
tions.    But,  alas  !  there  were  not,  in  fa6f ,  thofe  numbers  he 
had  been  promifed.     There  were  as  yet  but  twenty-feven 
Enfigns   of  foot,  and  fome  three  hundred  horfe.     Though 
my  Lord  had  taken  order  that  the  whole  army  fhould 
rendezvous    at    KilcuUen    forthwith,    only    the  Earl    of 
Ormonde  joined  him  on  the  morrow  with  feven  hundred 
foot,  and  two  hundred  horfe,  flill  accompanying  the  army 
till  it  reached  Kilkenny.     There  alfo  did  the  Lords   Cahir 
and  Mountgarret  make  their  fubmilTion. 

And  fcarcely  had  my  Lord  formed  his  little  force  into 
regiments    and    troops,   ere    the   rebels     (O'Tooles    and 
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O'Beirnes),  coming  through  the  gorges  on  the  left,  and  bark- 
ing in  the  forefts  on  his  right,  commenced  againft  him  that 
fyflem  of  rough  depredatory  warfare  to  which  they  were 
fo  well  accuftomed.  They  would  lie  hidden  in  the  woods, 
discharging  their  arrows  and  javelines  occafionally,  now 
and  then  firing  off  arquebufTes.  Then  would  they 
approach  at  night,  attempting  to  fleal  the  horfes  ;  or  per 
cafe  cutting  off  the  fentries.  Thefe,  whenever  they  were 
attacked,  would  retreat  to  their  fcrubby  fhelter,  or  into  the 
bogges,  whither  no  armed  foldier  dare  follow  them. ;  or, 
feparating  from  one  another,  they  would  hide  in  broken 
ground  or  holes,  where  no  traces  of  them  could  be  found. 
The  Mountaineers,  mounted  on  their  fhagg}^  ponies,  would 
often  rufh  down  upon  our  ftragglers  fuddenly,  thrufting 
through  unawares  thofe  who  for  plunder  fake  or  other  law- 
leffnefs  marched  wide  of  the  general  hoft.  'Twas  a  fight 
to  fee  thefe  fine  cavaliers  naked  but  for  their  fkin  cloke, 
without  rein  or  flirrup  managing  their  rude  beads  down 
almoft  impaffable  fteeps  !  Now  with  a  yell  and  a  cry  they 
would,  as  it  were,  fly  pad:  us,  fpiking  hither  and  thither, 
and  fo  efcaping  ere  one  recovered  from  their  on- 
fl  aught ! 
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Yet,  notwithflanding,  the  rebels  fufFered  more  lofs  than 
they  were  able  to  inflidt. 

EfTex  and  his  friends  felt  this  fort  of  fkirmifhing  moft 
wearying  and  irkfome.  No  glory  could  be  gained  in  any 
fuch  encounters.  But,  flimulated  with  the  fenfe  of  duty, 
he  was  fupported  by  the  hope  that  the  whole  campaign 
would  leave  him  mafter  of  the  country,  which  was  the  end 
for  which  he  ftrove.  In  every  town,  in  every  caftle, 
therefore,  he  left  a  garrifon,  and  that  fufEcient,  not  only  to 
fecure  it  againft  afTault,  but  to  prote£l  the  neighbouring 
lands  befide. 

Thus,  palling  through  Athye,  he  marched  towards  the  fort 
of  Maryboro',  newly  erected  in  the  Queen's  county.  And 
here,  at  a  dangerous  pafs,  nothing  but  the  excellent  order 
in  which  his  troops  preferved  their  lines  faved  him  from  a 
ruinous  pradfice  of  the  rebels. 

Rory  Og  O'More,  the  wild  Prince  of  thofe  parts,  of 
whom  you  have  already  heard,  he,  with  five  hundred  foot 
and  forty  horfemen,  awaited  the  army.  This  chief,  not 
deficient  in  chivalry,  fent  a  challenge  to  the  Earl :  to  wit, 
that  fifty  men  on  either  fide  fhould  fight  the  quarrel  out 
with  fword  and  target.     And  the  romantic  genius  of  Effex 
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leaped  at  fo  pleafant  an  epifode  in  this  dull  and  fpiritlefs 
war.  Na'th'lefs  was  he  foiled  j  for  fo  great  a  quelling  had 
the  regular  afpecl  of  his  force  produced  upon  thefe  poor 
diforderly  natives,  that,  fearing  the  very  fight  of  our  picked 
men,  they  retreated,  fecretly  daunted,  to  their  faflnefTes  in 
the  woods. 

From  a  lofty  Rath,  whereon  the  Chieftains  of  Leinfter 
were  wont  to  aflemble  in  conclave,  either  to  enaft  their 
own  rude  laws,  or  to  combine  againft  thofe  of  their 
conquerors,  ElTex  took  an  extenfive  view.  Wide  plains, 
covered  thickly  with  beeves  and  ftieep  ;  fertile  hillocks, 
needing  only  hufbandry  and  the  arts  of  peace  to  make  them 
fruitful,  fpread  far  away  to  the  horizon.  In  front,  how- 
ever, directly  in  his  path,  there  lay  a  thick  natural  copfe, 
impafTable,  as  fuch  ufually  be,  from  the  tangled  maffes  of 
undergrowth,  and  the  foftnefs  of  the  ground. 

There  was,  indeed,  a  caufeway,  fuch  as  had  been 
formerly  advifed  by  Earl  Walter,  and  this,  being  fome  ten 
paces  wide,  would  well  ferve  as  a  road. 

But,  knowing  this  would  be  fortified  after  the  manner 
of  the  enemy,  with  the  forefight  of  one  who  had 
already  experienced  the    character  of  his   oppofites,  and 
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their  mode  of  fighting,  EfTex  divided  his  forces  into  three 
battalions. 

Before  the  Vanguard  marched  a  forlorn  hope,  fome 
fixty  ftrong,  armed  with  the  harquebufs  and  fhort  fword. 
They  fhall  referve  their  fire  till  they  meet  the  adverfary  to 
the  face.  After  the  Vanguard  followed  the  baggage  and 
the  horfe  ;  then  the  main  battle,  or  body  of  the  army,  and 
the  rere-guard  brought  up  by  horfemen.  EfTex  himfelf, 
fupported  by  William's  little  troop,  which  ferved  him  as  a 
body-guard,  was  with  the  Van  ;  and  thus  they  wended. 

As  they  entered  the  wood,  they  obferved  on  either  fide 
how  trees  and  boughs  had  been  felled,  lopped,  and  pleached, 
fo  as  to  form  a  fcreen  or  breafi-work,  from  behind  which 
the  enemy  ever  and  anon,  unfeen  and  inapproachable,  might 
harafs  them.  Even  had  the  natives  been  diflodged  from 
this  retreat,  there  were,  on  either  hand,  vaft  impervious 
bogs,  which  would  have  fheltered  them  as  well ;  for,  while 
they  could  dwell  in  their  thickets  and  morafies,  where  our 
men  would  die  from  cold,  and  damp,  and  difeafe,  they  alfo 
could  endure  fuch  extremity  of  abfiinence  as  to  us  was 
utterly  incredible,  not  to  fpeak  of  the  beaflly  food  upon 
which,  under  occafion,  they  would  gorge  themfelves. 


The  Trench. 


119 


Galling  was  the  difcharge  from  behind  their  fhelter ; 
darts  flew  about  in  all  direftions,  arrows  whirred  into  our 
ranks,  and  ftones  and  clubs  hurtled  over  head.  'Twas 
wonderful  how  we  fo  efcaped  !  Yet  patiently  the  little  hoft 
marched  on.  The  Vanguard,  now  within  fight  of  the 
Champagne  thoro'  the  wood,  were  on  the  point  of  hurrying 
into  the  open  ground,  when  'twas  found  their  farther 
pafTage  was  obfl:ru<5led  by  a  deep  trench,  cut  right  acrofs 
the  road. 

Here  the  rebels  made  a  ftand  indeed,  for  behind  them 
was  their  hutted  village,  and  a  rifmg  ground,  whence  the 
fierce  natives,  horfe  and  foot,  congregating  in  full  force, 
were  able  to  retire  or  advance  at  pleafure. 

Gallantly  did  her  Grace's  troops  leap  into  that  treache- 
rous trench  !  Quickly  they  fcaled  its  rampart.  They  were 
bravely  met ;  for  the  adverfary,  when  brought  to  it  of 
neceffity,  delighteth  in  hand  to  hand  encounters.  Fierce 
was  the  flruggle  ;  they  for  their  country ;  we  for  our 
lives.  What  fhouts,  fcreams,  yells  !  "  S.  George  ! " 
«  S.  Patrick  ! "  "  England  ! "  "  Erin  go  brach  ! "  "  An 
EfTex!"  "Rory  O'More!"  Then  fuch  a  cloud  of 
fmoke ;  fuch  a  difcharge  of  harquebufles  j  fuch  a  ringing 
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and  fhrieking  !  Then  more  ihouts  and  yells,  and  a 
maddening  ruih  on  the  rampart  top.  The  ditch  is  full  of 
the  fallen,  the  wounded,  the  dying,  the  dead !  There 
is  wreftling  and  pufhing,  and  beating  and  pulling-,  for 
fword  and  pike,  and  bow  and  mufket,  had  been  dropped 
or  broken  in  the  fray.  It  was  a  ftruggle — a  death 
flruggle  !  Still  the  army  prelTed  on  ;  and  mafTes  upon 
mafles  fleadily  advancing,  foot  after  foot  planted  forward, 
— forward,  what  power  can  withffand  ?  The  enemy  give 
way  ;  the  Vanguard  quicken  pace  !  With  the  fhort  Sword, 
with  the  Skene,  we  drive  back  pell-mell  the  rude  hordes, 
fafter  than  they  aftonied  can  regain  their  footing.  For- 
ward !  every  pace  pufhed  on  is  gained  for  ever  ! — Back  ! 
Back  !  every  footftep  retrograde  taketh  courage  from  the 
natives  ! 

And  now  the  ditch  and  rampart  were  worn  level  by  the 
trampling  foray,  and  the  baggage  pafTed  over  with  a 
fough  or  two,  and  all  was  fafe  ! 

'Twas  the  hardeft  fighting  day,  fo  EfTex  laid,  ever  he 
had  known ;  for  he  was  General  and  Marfhal  too.  On 
him,  on  his  experience,  on  his  courage,  on  his  prudence, 
all  for  the  nonce  depended.     And  though  the  troops  behaved 
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right  puilTantly,  'nvas  the  certainty  of  being  led  with 
fkill  and  confidence  that  gave  them  heart.  In  every  part 
of  the  long  line  of  troops  the  Earl  feemed  ever  to  be 
prefent,  William  befide  him,  'Zekiel  at  his  bench.  Here 
he  was  leading,  there  directing.  Now  front  to  face  with 
the  enemy,  next  i'  the  very  midft  of  his  forlorn  hope. 
Again  you  fhould  find  him  in  the  rere,  carefully  keeping 
order  ;  anon  encouraging  thofe  w^ho,  guarding  the  baggage, 
were  galled,  yet  out  of  the  excitement  of  the  fight.  He 
was  among  the  firft  to  crofs  that  defperate  trench.  He 
was  wdth  the  lafl  who  left  that  treacherous  wood. 

And  it  w^as  not  till  the  little  army  had  debouched  from 
the  narrow^  pafs,  that  the  full  danger  of  the  fituation,  and 
the  odds  of  the  oppofmg  power,  became  apparent. 

So  well  had  been  arranged  the  advance,  that  the  lofs  of 
the  Englifii  was  inconfiderable  ;  and,  had  not  certain  officers 
been  rather  over-valiant  than  punctual  in  obeying  orders, 
that  lofs  had  been  even  lefs. 

That  night  my  Lord's  tent  was  pitched  on  a  circular 
mound,  or  Rath  as  they  call  it ;  being  partly  a  natural  and 
pardy  an  ardficial  hill.  On  the  morrow  it  was  difcovered 
that  there  were  on  it  many  litde  pits  fome  one  and  two  feet 
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deep,  choked  with  grey  embers,  burnt  ftones,  and  charred 
bones.  And  all  around,  for  nearly  two  feet  deep  under 
the  fod,  there  were  layers  of  half-decayed  and  combufled 
animal  defpofit.  The  natives,  who  were  brought  in  kindly, 
whether  for  guides  or  intelligencers,  faid  thefe  were  their 
Chiefs'  cooking-places,  for  thus  they  roafted  meat,  heating 
the  ftones  and  burying  the  animals  whole  thereupon,  till 
fufficiently,  drefTed  :  when,  with  ravenous  hands  and  greedy 
mouths,  they  tear  and  devour  the  flelh,  throwing  the  man- 
gled bones  and  pelt  behind  them. 

And  we  had  a  fpecimen  of  their  rudenefs  prefently :  for 
on  the  heels  of  our  fuccefs  cometh  the  O'Dempfey  to  crave 
a  compofition  with  her  Grace  ;  whom  my  Lord  willingly 
received  without  ftate.  With  a  manly  ftep,  the  chieftain 
ftandeth  at  the  tent  opening.  My  Lord  rifeth  with  his 
courtfey  as  to  an  Englifh  gentleman  :  the  native  is  not  a  whit 
behind  him  i'  the  making  of  a  leg. 

To  the  furprife  of  all  he  ufeth  our  tongue  clearly,  though 
with  a  fmack  neither  foreign  nor  provincial. 

"  Shall  I  have  the  Queen's  favour  ? "  quoth  he. 

"  An  you  will  deferve  it,"  faid  my  Lord. 

"  I  will  fubmit,"  quoth  he. 
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"  On  the  faith  of  her  Lieutenant,  then,"  faid  EfTex  \  and 
the  O'Dempfey,  afking  no  more,  knelt,  killing  the  Earl's 
hand.  My  Lord  bade  him  be  feated  ;  and  a  Banquet  was 
ferved.  'Twas  miraculous  what  lafhions  the  O'Dempfey 
quaffed  to  the  health  of  Her  Grace — to  my  Lord's  health 
— to  the  other  Lords — to  William — to  the  Captains — to 
the  other  Gentlemen.  You  might  conceive  how  much  he 
drank :  but  no  imagination  could  ftretch  to  the  meafure  of 
his  thirft ! 

He  was  a  large  man,  a  Chief  in  OfFaley ;  not  fo  tall  as 
EfTex  or  Cheney,  but  broader  i'  the  body — ftraight  and 
well  made ;  but  clownifh,  unkempt,  unwafhed,  undecked. 
His  tawny  hair  had  neither  been  cut  nor  combed  fmce  the 
hour  of  his  birth,  and  lay  like  a  dry  rug  upon  his  large 
head,  and  adown  to  his  fhoulders.  His  forehead  was  low 
and  receding,  the  brows  fhaggy,  and,  with  the  high  and 
prominent  cheekbone,  almofl  hiding  the  cold  grey  bleared 
eyes  beneath.  Nor  had  his  beard  been  touched  fave  by  the 
broth  he  had  eaten  ;  but  the  butter  and  the  greafe  lay  thick 
upon  it.  His  nofe  was  broad  and  fiat :  his  fkin  covered 
with  yellow  freckles,  his  upper  lip  thin  and  long:  his 
mouth  coarfe,  with  irregular  and  foul  teeth ;  for  the  jaw  was 
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the  heavieft  feature  in  his  face.  He  wore  a  long  loole 
many-folded  fhirt  of  a  rough  linen,  pafted  rather  than 
ftarched  with  a  Saffron  dye,  and  over  this  a  ponderous  cloak 
of  fkins,  which  he  wrapped  around  his  ample  body  with  the 
air  of  a  great  commander  (a  trick  o'  the  Spaniard  belike). 
His  brawny  arms  and  thick  legs  were  bare.  Strength  and 
endurance  was  in  every  limb.  His  bearing  fhowed  him  at 
once  glorious  and  frank  :  his  talk  was  free,  quick-witted, 
capable.  When  my  Lord  fpake  to  him  of  his  people  and 
their  miferable  ftate,  you  would  think  there  was  fome  kind- 
linefs  in  his  heart,  though  overlaid  with  cuflomary  contempt 
for  thofe  beneath  him.  It  may  not  have  been  fo,  notwith- 
ftanding.  *'  Tot  us  mundus  agit  hiflrmiem  ;"  and,  of  a  truth, 
'tis  faid  that  the  chiefs  were  mofl  tyrannical  over  their 
vaffals,  ufmg  them  at  their  pleafure,  {pending  upon  them 
with  their  trains  in  Coyne  and  Livery,  afting  towards  them 
ever  after  their  own  lulls,  commanding  all,  not  to  be  gain- 
fayed  of  any.  And  as  this  man  liftened  to  my  Lord, 
charging  the  native  nobles  with  cruelty  and  injuftice,  you 
could  fee  that  he  was  an  ireful  diffembler,  if  not  by 
nature  yet  by  habit — that  he  kept  and  hugged  a  fecret 
difpleafure   againft   all   but   his    own    fept — and   that  he 
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was  in  truth  of  a  cruel,  revengeful,  irreconcileable  con- 
dition. 

Such  was  the  O'Dempfey  Chief  in  OiFaley :  and  'twas 
faid  he  was  a  favourable  fpecimen  of  the  native  princes  in 
our  time. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

'*  The  gentry  all  aivait  it,  and  the  people, 
Agahid  their  nature,  are  all  hent  for  him  ; 
And,  like  afield  offianding  corn,  thafs  move 
With  a  stiff  gale,  their  heads*  bow  all  one  luay." 

Philaster,  a6t  in.  fc.  i. 

"  Arm,  arm,  arm,  arm  !  the  fcotits  are  all  come  in; 
Keep  your  ranks  clofe,  a  fid  ticnv  your  honours  ivin. 
Behold,  from  yonder  hill,  the  foe  appears  ; 
Bows,  bills,  glaves,  arroius,fhields  andfpears  ; 
Like  a  dark  ivood  he  comes  o?i  tempefi  pouring. 
Oh  I  view  the  wings  ofhorfe,  the  meadows  fcouringj 

The  Mad  Lover,  a6l  v.  fc.  iv. 


3  the  fair  city  of  Kilkenny  and  to  Clonmel  this 
fuccefs  heralded  the  Earl  of  Eifex.  Now  was 
there  no  moleflation :  for  the  natives  had  been 


as  unexpectedly  routed,  as  on  our  part  we  had  unwittingly 
overcome  more  than  thofe  had  been  oppofed  to  us.     The 
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bruit  of  EngHfh  valour,  and  of  my  Lord's  clemency,  had 
this  efFe(fi:.  And  the  troops  were  received  with  fhouts  and 
triumphing,  not  only  by  the  fettlers  and  mixed  people,  but 
by  the  mere  Irifh  alfo ;  who,  had  the  fortune  of  war  gone 
contrarywife,  would  doubtlefsly  have  joined  in  overwhelm- 
ing us.  But  the  inhablters  of  Kilkenny,  who  were  now  a 
loyal  fort,  looking  upon  the  Lord-Lieutenant  as  a  deliverer 
from  the  conffant  plunderings  and  lawlefs  raids  of  the  Irifh, 
ftrewed  their  ftreets  with  green  herbs  and  ruflies,  welcom- 
ing the  General  and  his  Officers,  after  their  manner,  with 
flattering  orations. 

And  on  the  morrow,  being  Sunday,  my  Lord  after  his 
ufe  would  go  to  the  Cathedral  or  principal  Church.  But 
there  was  neither  bell,  drum,  nor  trumpet,  fo  much  as  to 
call  the  pariQiioners  together.  They  flayed,  expe6ling  till 
their  fovereign  or  mayor  fhould  come  ;  and  then  they  of 
any  devotion  follov/ed  him  in.  This  was  the  manner. 
Afore,  the  Sargeant :  then  foUoweth  the  Sovereign,  next  the 
Sheriff.  All  now  kneel  down,  every  man  by  himfelf 
making  his  prayers  as  he  fhall  pleafe,  fdently.  After  this 
they  rife  and  go  out  o'  church  again  to  drink  :  wliich  being 
done,  anon  they  return,  when  the  minifter  beginneth  the 
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fervice.  What  would  his  Grace  of  Canterbury  fay  ?  'Tis 
the  fame  form  however,  word  for  word,  as  with  us,  but  in 
Latin.  But  in  their  baptifms  they  have  another  ufe  :  to  wit, 
immerfmg  bodily  after  the  old  fafhion,  but  with  a  fond 
iuperftition  of  backwards  and  then  forwards :  the  firft, 
as  'tis  faid,  to  ejeft  the  evil  fpirit :  the  fecond,  in  obedience 
to  the  promife.  And  'tis  a  notable  thing  in  Ireland,  whether 
from  any  old  worfhip  of  heathen  times,  or  from  too  weak 
a  leaning  on  particular  teaching  (to  which  they  be  apt 
fcholars),  that  they  ftill,  both  in  word  and  praflice,  hold  the 
Devil  for  as  ftrong  a  power  as  the  Almighty  God,  being  in 
truth  more  Manichsean  than  Chriflian.  And  a  moft  wicked 
way  they  have  in  Connaught,  which  matches  the  profane 
Conflantine  his  trick ;  who,  left  he  fhould  not  have  advantage 
of  that  forgivenefs  of  fms  vouched  in  Holy  Baptifm,  put  off 
the  ceremony  to  his  dying  day :  thefe  ignorant  folk — yet 
allowed  by  their  priefts — dip  the  child  all  but  his  right  arm; 
to  the  end  that  that  arm  fhall  deal  a  more  deadly,  cruel,  and 
deftruftive  blow,  as  being  yet  in  the  Satanic  nature. 

Now  near  Clonmel  was  built,  on  a  rock  amid  river,  the 
Caftle  of  Cahir — a  Baronial  ftronghold,  which  enabled 
the  lord  to  exa(St  toll  and  tribute  from  all  pafTers,  whether 
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by  land  or  water.  'Twas  a  fecure  retreat  againfl  all 
purfuit :  and  the  Lord  of  Cahir's  mode  of  life  made  purfult 
a  common  thing.  But  the  Lord  of  Cahir  was  now  a 
hoflage  for  his  good  behaviour  with  my  Lord — only  his 
lady,  the  Lady  Cahir,  kept  the  fort. 

Here  it  happened,  while  reconnoitring,  George  Carew 
was  fnot  through  the  cheek.  A  pitiful  fight  truly  :  for  he 
was  of  noble  defcent,  being,  as  was  reported,  a  Cadet  of  the 
Marquis  of  Cork  his  houfe,  and  heir  to  Sir  Peter  Carew,  or 
Carey  as  they  indiiFerently  call  it,  and  as  pleafant  a  comrade 
as  one  could  wifti.  In  Irifh  fafhion  would  he  boaft,  that 
though  he  were  now  but  George,  yet  would  he  anon  be 
Sir  Peter  !  Then  would  he  twifl  a  rope  of  all  Sir  Peter's 
acts  and  progrefTes  ;  from  his  infancy,  when  he  paged  the 
Prince  of  Orange  beyond  feas  ;  through  his  travels  to  the 
Turkes'  Court  at  Conflantinople,  and  to  Vienna,  where  he 
had  been  within  the  Emperour's  palace.  In  the  French  capi- 
tal had  he  been  too,  and  thoro'  fair  Italye,  and  was  in  truth  a 
moil  welcome  gueft  wherefoever.  Nor  would  he,  coming 
home,  referve  himfelf,  or  live  retiredly  and  pun6lilioufly,  after 
the  manner  of  your  vulgar  travellers  :  but  rather  glorioufly 
emulate  the  hofpitable  grandeur  and  lordly  magnificence  of 
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thefe  foreign  princes  he  had  mofl  afFefled  and  admired*- 
Such  entertainment  as  Sir  Peter  held  at  Ballylafhion  Gallore, 
had  never  been  feen  in  the  memory  of  man  (though  boafted 
by  the  Harpers  yet):  nor  had  any  Hofl  fuch  lauds  as 
poor  George  would  fmg  for  him  ! 

The  Artillery  had  not  yet  come  up.  Dragged  by  men 
only,  the  delay  might  prejudice  the  exploit.  But  Effex 
made  fo  fine  a  difpofition  of  his  forces,  forming  batteries 
and  other  field-works,  in  anticipation  of  the  guns,  that  the 
guard  of  that  Fort,  having  vainly  expected  help  from 
Defmond  and  the  White  Knight,  now  fecretly  conveyed 
themfelves,  with  as  great  ftillnefs  as  poffible,  out  of  the 
Caftle. 

It  was  a  jufi:  boaft  of  the  General  that  he  had  conquered, 
without  lofs,  this,  one  of  the  proudeft  natural  holds  in 
Ireland  ;  and  that,  befide  difcomfiting  the  enemy  by  its 
capture,  and  fecuring  fo  great  a  fafeguard  in  his  rere,  he 
had  now  opened  anew  the  traffic  of  the  Suir,  which  river 
had  hitherto  been  impeded. 

Then  by  foul  ways,  and  in  unfeafonable  weather,  the 
army  marched  towards  Limerick  and  Adair;  that  arch 
rebel  Defmond  fkirting  us  jufl  beyond  the  mufket  fhot. 


The  Definojid.  j.^j 


Judge  of  this  vexatious  warfare  !  To  foldiers  of  high- 
tempered  courage,  who  had  feen  fufficient  fervice  among 
trained  bands  ;  who  had  fhared  in  fyflematic  fieges  ;  who 
had  fought  with  enemies  as  knowing  in  the  fcience  of  arms, 
as  intrepid,  as  chivalrous  as  ourfelves,  what  a  miferably 
trying  cafe  was  ours  !  Ye  who  have  been  at  Zutphen,  at 
Roan,  at  Lifbon,  at  Gades,  fee  how  patiently  my  Lord 
undergoeth  all,  and  take  courage  ! 

De&iond  cared  ever  to  have  fome  broad  ftream,  or  deep 
bog,  or  thick  foreft,  or  unfcaleable  rock  between  him  and 
us.  And,  truth  to  fay,  we  might,  with  as  much  chance, 
follow  Will-o'-the-Whifp,  who  nightly  gleamed,  dancing 
around  the  Camp,  as  feek  Fitzgerald  among  his  native 
mountdns. 

The  Earl  pafTed  on,  however.  He  felt  it  would  be  a 
crowning  viflory  in  the  South  were  he  to  capture  the  great 
traitor  in  his  home,  among  his  kindred,  i'  the  midfl  of  his  rebel 
fept ;  for  of  all,  not  excepting  Tyr  Oen,  this  was  the  moft 
conftant  outlaw,  and  the  hardeft  to  be  borne  with,  being  of 
a  noble  Englifh  family,  nay,  of  the  very  Royal  blood  o' 
Plantagenet.  Yet  were  he  and  his  forbears  ever  enemies  to 
her  Grace  and  the  late  Princes,  ever  foftering  revolt  among 
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the  mere  Irifti,  and  difafFeftion  in  the  fettlers  j  ever 
treacherouily  inviting  Spain  to  fet  her  hated  foot  upon  her 
Highnefs'  land  of  Ireland,  to  fuccour  England's  enemies. 

But  the  old  Tory  was  not  fo  to  be  taken.  Still  raking 
the  Earl's  flank,  occafionally  difputing  fords  and  mountain 
pafles,  as  both  forces  drew  nigh  Caftle  Conan,  Defmond,  by 
paths  no  armed  troops  could  travel,  hurried  forward. 
Inftead  of  ftrengthening  or  defending  this,  his  anceftrai 
Home  and  princely  Tower,  he  thoroughly  razed  it  to  the 
ground  •,  and  Effex  found  a  reeking  pile  of  ruins,  and  a 
folitary  Glen,  where  he  had  hoped  to  meet  a  chivalrous 
refinance,  and  gain  a  glorious  vi6lory  ! 

Now  was  there  no  farther  obftacle.  The  army  palFed 
through  Kerry,  where  the  ground  feemed  all  of  flones,  rocks 
being  their  hedges.  And  the  wild  men's  houfes  were  beyond 
all  inflance  wretched,  having  no  chimneys,  though  they 
burn  turfes,  and  whinnes,  or  furze  bravely.  And  there 
the  enemy  had  been  brought  to  great  extremities  j  nay, 
fome  faid,  to  as  hard  ftraights  as  thofe  Jews  which  the 
Emperor  Titus  had  befieged,  inafmuch  as  they  were 
conflrained  to  eat  dead  men's  carcaffes  for  very  hunger. 

And  little  wonder,  for  the  common  fort  have  no  induf- 
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trious  habits,  never  tilling  the  ground  but  under  prefTure ; 
and,  provided  they  have  fufficient  juft  from  hand  to  mouth, 
they  take  no  further  care  either  of  themfelves  or  offspring, 
fo  that,  when  by  a  raid  their  cattle  be  driven  off,  they  mufl 
needs  ftarve,  having  naught  laid  bye. 

And  beyond  this  the  land  was  fertile,  and  there  was 
ftore  of  beeves,  and  pigs,  and  prime  fheep,  from  the  Blafket 
Isles  oiF  that  coaft  ;  and  for  five  groats,  or  two  fhillings, 
we  bought  muttons  •,  and  for  threepence,  hens  and  little 
pigs.  And  the  foldiers  picked  up  Chryftals,  naturally 
fquared  like  the  diamond,  and  very  clear.  A  goodly 
country  'tis. 

So  we  moved  on  to  Cork  ;  and  there  the  children  ran  up 
and  down  the  ftreets  utterly  naked,  and  thofe  of  a  greater 
age  had  feldom  more  than  a  rag  mantle  to  cover  their 
indecency. 

And  at  Kyle  one  fhewed  my  Lord  the  Holy  Bell  of  S. 
Molua,  a  pretty  toy,  in  the  form  of  a  parallelogram,  formed 
of  plates  of  gold  and  fdver,  richly  ornamented  with  precious 
ftones,  and  inlaid  with  a  bluiih  metal,  like  an  enamel.  It 
was  very  curious  and  goodly  •,  but  for  the  working  of 
miracles  by  it,  'tis  not  to  be  endured.     Yet  they  fay  the 
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very  cafe  of  it  (which  is  of  iron,  the  fides  rivetted  and 
fludded  with  brafs)  is  meritorious  and  effective  in 
difeafes. 

Thence  he  came  to  Waterford,  purporting  now  to  return 
to  Dublin. 

Hitherto  profperity  had  gone  hand  in  hand  with  the  Earl. 
He  had  recovered  every  fortrefs  which  had  erft  acknow- 
ledged the  Englifh  rule.  He  had  frefli  garrifoned  and  re- 
paired cities  and  caftles,  that  had  become  timeworn  and 
weak.  He  had  encouraged  the  well-afFe6ted,  overawed 
the  rebellious,  punifhed  thofe  in  revolt.  Neceffarily  brief 
and  imperfe6l  as  had  been  this  military  progrefs,  he  felt 
his  career  had  been  more  effeftive  and  better  worth  than 
the  Queen's  arms  had  yet  experienced.  And,  though  there 
had  been  nothing  congenial  to  the  foldier-ardour  of  nobles  and 
knights,  Englishmen,  the  fiiccefs  had  been  fo  certain  and 
unprecedented,  that  Eflex  felt  elated  at  the  thought  that  he 
had  done  his  duty  well,  and  that  her  Grace  would  teftify 
her  royal  fatisfa<Slion,  not  lefs  than  her  private  gratitude. 

He  felt  like  a  puiffant  cavalier  who,  for  the  honour  of 
his  Ladye-love,  had  run  a  tilt  againft  all  odds,  and  yet  held 
his  plume  erecl.     Truly  he  had  gone  '  a  Vouterance^  and  he 
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knelt,  hoping,  trufling  for  that  fmile  which  was  the  guerifon 
he  fought. 

And  in  this  fpirit  my  Lord  wrote  letters  to  the  Queen 
and  to  the  Privy  Council. 

There  was,  however,  yet  much  to  be  overcome.  From 
Waterford  to  Dublin  there  were  but  two  ways.  The  one 
through  the  Glennes,  a  mountainous  diflridl,  utterly  impaf- 
fable  even  for  horfes  :  the  other  along  the  fea-coaft.  Even 
in  this  latter  route  were  found  thofe  woods,  bogs,  and 
fcrubs,  whence  the  rebels  could  and  did  purfue  their  wont. 
Perpetual  fldrmiihing  night  or  day,  but  little  reft  for  the 
weary  troops.  Still,  that  habit  of  difcipline  which  the  Eng- 
lifh  foldier  had  now  acquired  and  which  ElTex  was  impera- 
ative  in  keeping  up,  was  a  fure  fupport :  and  thus  at  Arklow 
ford,  where,  in  profpe^l  of  their  quarters,  fome  prefumed  to 
haften  carelefsly  from  their  ranks,  their  momentary  diforder 
had  proved  ruinous  to  them  and  the  whole  power,  had  not 
the  General,  riding  on  an  elevation  with  William  and  his 
train,  perceived  the  enemy  fpread  over  bog  and  plain. 

Then  was  his  call  to  inflant  arms  as  inftantly  obeyed.  For 
the  troops  knew  there  was  no  trifling  with  fo  punflual  a 
Marfhal.     And  no  fooner  was  my  Lord's  plan  of  defence 
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conceived,  than  were  his  regiments  ready  to  fuftain  their 
part. 

On  a  fandy  plain  by  the  feafnore  lay  the  mean  village  of 

Arklow.     On  and  about  the  low  hillocks  beyond  which 

the  enemy's  force  flood  in  multitudes,  prepared  to  difpute 

the  pafTage  of  that  pelting  river,  then  by  reafon  of  the  tide 

very  full  and  rapidly  flowing.     Here  the    Ovoca  dream 

runneth  due  eafl:  into  the  fea :  but  about  two  miles  from  its 

mouth  it  trendeth  north  through  Glendaleure,  where  the 

Lord  Deputy  Grey  had  been  defeated  now  tv/enty  years 

agone,  by  Phea  MacHugh  and  the  Vifcount  of  Baltinglafs. 

Here,  too.  Sir  Peter  Carew,  running  in  his  armour,  which  he 

could  not  put  off,  was  half  fmothered  and  enforced  to  lie 

down :  whom,  when  the  rebels  had  taken,  they  diiarmed, 

when  one  villain  with  his  fword  flaughtered  and  killed  him. 

This  faftnefs,  for  fuch  in  truth,  by  reafon  of  the  nature 

of  the  ground,  the  Glen  might  be  called,  was  as  fl:rong  as 

might  be  :  the  valley  being  in  the  middle  of  a  wood,  and  of 

great  length  between  the  two  inacceffible  chains  of  hills, 

no   other    way  was    there   to   pafs    through,  than   either 

by  the  bed  of  the  torrent,  which  is  rocky  and  full  of  great 

ilippery  (tones  ;  or  on  the  banks,  which  are  boggy  and  foft, 
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thronged  with  mighty  trees,  full  of  tangled  brufliwood,  and 
torn  and  chafmed  by  conftant  rains  and  waterfalls.  When 
you  add  to  this  that  there  had  been  pleachings  of  the 
branches,  piling  of  flones,  and  other  fortifyings  after  the 
manner  of  the  natives;  'twill  appear  that  there  was  no 
other  courfe  for  my  Lord  than  the  forcing  by  the  whole 
army  of  the  deep  ford  at  Arklow. 

Now  was  it  drawing  towards  evening ;  and  the  tide  was 
ftill  rifmg,  and  recent  floods  had  flufhed  the  river.  Yet 
my  Lord  gave  the  word  to  march  in  order  thoro'  the 
ftream. 

Firfl,  there  was  a  round  of  our  artillery  to  clear  the  way  •, 
and  then  a  rattling  volley  of  the  mufketry,  in  the  midfl:  of 
which  Sir  Chriflopher  St.  Lawrence,  leaping  into  the  water, 
fwam  acrofs.  Him,  with  a  fliout,  followed  the  Vanguard 
under  my  Lord  Southampton ;  and  the  horfe,  charging  re- 
peatedly as  the  enemy  approached,  kept  the  paffage  fafe  till 
all,  even  the  baggage  waggons,  had  crofFed  over. 

Then  did  the  natives  in  more  volumes  than  we  yet  had 
feen,  and  in  numbers  far  exceeding  the  quadruple  of  our 
litde  army,  form  themfelves  in  line.  'Twas  fomething  new 
in    their  mode    of  warfare ;    but  thefe  had   been  trained 
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Ibmewhat,  having  been  armed  and  levied  by  the  Lord 
Eujftace  and  the  Earl  of  ICildare  when  in  rebellion  •,  and 
aforetime  had  croiTed  their  pikes  againfl:  her  Grace's  troops. 
Which,  when  the  Englidi  Gentles  faw,  they  craved 
of  my  Lord-General  leave  to  volunteer  a  charge  againft 
the  enemy.  'Twas  in  the  Earl's  vein :  and  the  trumpet 
founded  for  a  general  halt. 

Now  the  commanders,  witting  nothing  lefs  than  action  on 
that  day,  were  lightly  armed  j  having  not  their  clofe  beavers, 
but  tilting  helmets  only,  with  their  pretty  crefts  and  graceful 
feathers.  Na'th'lefs  they  formed  in  double  line,  Englifh 
and  Irifh,  Nobles  and  Knights,  Efquires  and  Gentles  ;  and, 
as  a  refer ve,  my  Lord  himfelf  with  William's  regiment  of 
yeomanry.  The  Clarion  calls  a  charge  ;  and  with  lance  in 
reft,  at  a  full  gallop  over  the  dry  turfy  fand,  the  little  band 
rulTi  on  amain.  Bravely  and  firmly  met  that  terrific  fhock 
the  angry  natives  !  The  Clarion  recalls.  The  troop  re- 
forms. The  enemy  now  flrips  off  the  cloak,  leaving  the 
body  naked.  Wrapping  the  vefture  round  and  round  his 
left  arm  as  a  target,  he  prepares  to  meet  the  onilaught 
with  the  fword.  "  Charge  ! "  Hiouteth  Eflex ;  and  away 
fkirrs   the  gentle  troop,  followed  by  the  whole  referve ! 
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'Twas  but  a  moment's  work,  and  all  was  over  !  The 
enemy  was  overthrown  and  beaten  down,  through  and 
through  ;  for  the  horfemen  pafTed  their  ranks  in  many 
places,  and  thofe  who  could  not  fly,  which  the  moft  part 
did  confufedly,  cafting  away  their  very  arms  for  lightnefs, 
were  fain  to  come  in  prefently  upon  protection.  But  my 
Lord  would  not  take  lefs  than  abfolute  fubmiflion  from 
thofe  chiefs,  the  O'Beirnes,  O'Tooles,  MacHughs,  knowing 
her  Grace  would  fo  require  it  at  his  hands. 

And  now  the  Lord-Lieutenant  and  General  Governor  of 
Ireland,  by  her  Grace's  leave,  and  in  virtue  of  the  prece- 
dent, created  Knights  upon  the  field.  Here,  from  that 
loved  hand,  young  Cheney  received  the  coveted  honour  : 
and  'twas  EfTex  who,  with  his  own  drawn  fword,  cut  fquare 
the  Cheney  banner,  and  threw  the  baldrick  over  William's 
fhoulder  openly  before  the  army  :  and  in  their  tent  that 
night,  playfully  himfelf  buckled  on  his  life's  friend  the 
proud  gilt  fpurs  of  a  gentle  knight. 

And  this  was  the  Battle  of  the  Plumes ! 


CHAPTER  X. 

— "  Have  ye  no  mercy  P 

No  pity  in  your  bloods  to  ufe  a  ivretch  thus  P 
Tou^  Princes^  in  whofe  hearts  the  heji  compajjions^ 
Nearejl  to  thofe  in  Heaven^  Jhould find  fit  places  ^ 
Why  do  you  mod  at  mifery  P  fiingf corns  and  bafenefs 

Upon  his  broken  back  thatfmks  luith  forroivs  P 

Heaven  may  reward  you  too  :  and  an  hour  come 
Whe7i  all  your  great  deftgns  fioall fijew  ridiculous^ 

And  your  hearts  plucked  like  mine  " 

Women  Pleased,  acSl  v.  fc.  iii. 


H,  what  a  pefl  is  an  exacting  woman !  Sir 
Thomas  would  tell  of  that  wife  who  fo  plagued 
good  Richard  Hooker,  he  writing  his  Polity, 
"  Rock  the  cradle  with  your  toe ! "  Then,  the  babe 
fqualling,  provoked  by  its  mother's  four  milk  per  cafe, 
"  Why  doft  not  fing  lullaby  ?"  till  the  poor  clerk  was  well 
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nigh  diftraught.  When  thou  art  like  to  be  irritate  by 
domeftical  jars,  or  thinkeft  thou  art  hardly  ufed  where  thou 
expeftedft  comfort,  think  on  this  judicious  divine  his 
patience ! 

And  EfTex  had  need  of  fome  fuch  godly  enfample  :  for, 
as  will  appear,  his  mifirefs  was  not  content,  notwithflanding 
his  devoir.  You  fhall  conquer  all  her  Grace's  enemies  at  your 
own  coil :  you  fhall  follow  to  the  letter  all  her  impollible 
directions  :  you  fhall  fpend  and  be  fpent  in  her  fervice  \  yet 
fhall  you  get  neither  praife  nor  recompenfe  of  thanks  !  Go 
to  !  Body  and  foul — your  all,  {hall  it  compare  with  that 
duty  you  owe  the  Queen  ? 

From  Arklow,  flufhed  with  fuccefs,  the  whole  bufmefs  of 
the  Munfler  campaign  having  been  brought  to  a  triumphant 
clofe,  EfTex  had  written  to  her  Majefly.  Nor  had  her 
Majefly,  from  the  wifefl  or  moft  faithful  of  Deputies,  ever 
had  fo  exaft  and  full  a  flatement  of  the  Affairs  of  Ireland. 
The  qualities  of  the  people :  their  phyfical  and  moral 
natures :  their  religious  ftate :  their  rebellious  motions : 
their  quarrel  with  all  Englifh  rule.  The  refources  of  the 
country :  the  expe<5lations  of  the  people.  Their  faftions 
among  each  other,  and  their  general  hope  in  Spain.     The 
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evil  conditions  of  the  native  chieftains :  their  hold  upon 
their  vafTals.  All  thefe  things  he  laid  patent  before  her 
Majefty  with  wonderful  minutenefs  and  truth.  Then  of 
the  fettlers,  he  fhewed  how  they  fhould  be  treated  fo  as  to 
preferve  their  allegiance :  hov/  the  realm  fhould  be  fecured 
both  againft  foreign  invafions  and  the  maraudings  of  the 
native  Irilh :  how  thefe  latter  could  be  reduced  to  civil 
government ;  and  how  the  towms,  fortreffes,  and  harbours 
fliould  be  garrifoned  and  viftualled.  Finally,  how  the 
wounds  of  that  bleeding  land  might  be  launched,  her  tears 
wiped  away,  her  forrowful  moanings  comforted,  her  de- 
fponding  heart  cheered,  her  languid  blood  warmed,  her 
fmile  encouraged,  her  ftrength  educated  and  holpen  ;  and 
all  her  faculties,  which  God  hath  given  in  great  ftore,  be 
developed  to  a  happy  and  profperous  iiTue. 

You'd  think  fuch  a  pifture  would  have  pleafed  the  eye 
of  the  Queen  of  that  fair  country  •,  that  the  Mother  (as  it 
were)  of  fuch  a  nation,  would  have  fome  fympathy  with  him 
who  fo  feelingly  defcribed  h  er  Infant's  ftate  !  Well,  thus 
my  Lord  ends  that  letter : — 

"  But  why  do  I  talk  of  vi(5lory  and  fuccefs  ?     Is  it  not 
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known  that  from  England  I  receive  nothing  but  difcom- 
forts  and  foul's  wounds  ?  Is  it  not  Ipoken  in  the  army  that 
your  Majesty's  favour  is  diverted  from  me,  and  that 
already  you  do  bode  ill  to  me  and  it  ?  Is  it  not  believed  by 
the  rebels  that  thofe  whom  you  favour  m.oft,  do  more  hate 
me  out  of  facftion,  than  them  out  of  duty  and  confcience  ? 
Is  it  not  lamented  of  your  Majefty's  faithfullefl:  fubjefts, 
both  there  and  here,  that  a  Cobham,  a  Ralegh — I  will 
forbear  others  for  their  place's  fake — fhould  have  fuch 
credit  and  favour  with  your  Majefly,  when  they  wifh  the 
ill  fuccefs  of  your  Majefly's  moft  important  action,  the 
decay  of  your  greateft  ftrength,  and  the  deftru^lion  of  your 
faithfulleft  fervants  ? 

"  Yes  !  Yes  !  I  fee  both  my  owndefliny  and  your  Majefty's 
decree,  and  do  willingly  embrace  the  one  and  obey  the 
other.  Let  me  honeflly  and  zealoufly  end  a  wearifome 
life.  Let  others  live  in  deceitful  and  inconflant  pleafures. 
Let  me  bear  the  brunt,  and  die  meritorioufly.  Let  others 
atchieve  and  finifh  the  work,  and  ere6l  trophies.  But  my 
prayer  fhall  be,  that  when  my  Sovereign  lofeth  Me,  her 
Army  may  not  lofe  courage,  or  this  kingdom  want  phyfic, 
or  her   dearefl  felf  mifs  Eflex  ;  and  then  I  can  never  go  in 
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a  better  time,  nor  in  a  fairer  way.  Till  then,  I  protell: 
befoie  God  and  his  Angels,  I  am  a  true  Votary  •,  that  is, 
fequeflered  from  all  things  but  my  duty  and  my  charge. 
I  perform  the  uttermoft  of  my  body's,  mind's,  fortune's 
ability,  and  more  lliould,  but  that  a  conflant  care  and  labour 
agrees  not  with  an  inconftant  health  in  an  unwholefome 
and  uncertain  climate.  This  is  the  hand  of  him  that  did 
live  your  deareft,  and  will  die  your  Majefly's  faithfulleft, 
fervant." 

And  anon  you  fhall  have  her  Grace's  gracious  anfwer  to 
thefe  faithful  outpourings  of  my  Lord's  painful  fpirit. 

The  army  returned  to  Dublin.  With  acclamations  and 
laudatory  hymns  were  the  conquerors  indufted ;  for 
though  there  were  many  who  would  have  wifhed  the 
rebels  other  fuccefs,  and  more  who  were  indifferent  to  any 
chance  (as  is  their  humour),  the  cavalcade,  with  flags  and 
banners,  trumpets  and  hautboys,  the  Lord-Lieutenant  and 
General  Governor,  with  fo  many  nobles,  knights,  and 
gentles,  could  not  enter  the  fair  city  without  ftirring  the 
wide-mouthed  populace ;  for,  you  muff  know,  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Dublin,  above  all  others,  rejoice  in  tawdry  pro- 
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grefles,  idle  fhows,  parades,  reviews,  and  the  like,  honouring 
nothing  more  than  a  Lord,  or  one  with  a  fonorous  tide  ; 
and,  like  the  Athenians  of  old,  ever  afking  for  fomething 
new,  which  they  will  ever  and  anon  fo  alter  in  the  telling, 
as  to  give  it  perpetual  frefhnefs. 

Then  were  there  evil  tidings  from  the  garrifon  at 
Wicklow.  How  Sir  Henry  Harington,  fpying  in  Phelim 
MacPhea's  country,  gat  into  trouble,  fome  of  his  troops, 
raw  and  undifciplined,  mifbehaving.  And  the  Earl  Marfhal 
ordered  a  Court  to  be  holden,  when  it  was  found  that  one 
Captain  Wardman  heroically  withftood  the  enemy  to  the 
death,  though  his  men  fled.  That  Captain  Aderton,  like 
another  Codes,  kept  his  front,  a  buckler  to  his  regiment, 
till  Montacute  relieved  him.  That  of  five  hundred  in  the 
encounter,  one  officer.  Lieutenant  Welch,  and  ninety  rank 
and  file,  were  adjudged  of  cowardice  and  criminal  omifTion 
in  their  duty  ;  and  the  Court-Martial  fentenced  Welch  and 
fome  thirty,  the  furvivors  of  Wardman's  regiment,  to  be 
(hot. 

And  my  Lord  was  very  fad,  pafling  on  thefe  men  \ 
yet  would  he  mitigate  the  dread  penalty  fo  far  as  only 
to  decimate  the  men,  with  this  word  to  Sir  Alexander 

VOL.  III.  L 
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RatclifFe  — "  See  it  be  done  •,  for,  to  be  lenient  to  the 
conquered,  we  muft  be  ftricSt  upon  ourfelves.  Our  few 
againft  the  enemy's  many  cannot  ftand  without  due 
order." 

A  packet  from  England,  and  with  letters  !  How  joyful 
be  they  of  Dublin  who  have  friends  beyond  the  Channel ! 
Marchaunts  of  Briftol,  Staplers  of  Chefter,  nay,  Chapmen 
of  London  and  York.  Your  advices  and  efteemed  favours 
here  be  received  and  admitted  !  Some  flray  Lord  o'  the 
Pale  may,  haply,  have  a  greeting  from  one  of  the  elder 
ftock  in  the  old  country — fome  Member  of  the  Privy 
Council,  get  his  fecret  cyphers  from  the  Secretary  o'  the 
Sifter  Me. 

The  officers  of  the  army  enquired  for  their  briefs. 
EfTex  found  fome  from  the  Oueen  herfelf,  their  Lordships 
of  the  Council,  his  agent  Reynolds,  his  Countefs.  William 
had  fome  from  home. 

Read  out  four  or  five  letters  coming  to  yourfelf  by  one 
poft — how  different  they  be  !  Open  as  many  more  writ 
to  divers  perfons,  you  would  hardly  think  fuch  variety  was 
in  human  nature.  To  fee  Sir  William  Cheney's  packet 
and  the  Earl  of  Effex's  !     Each  read  his  own  ;  yet  prefently 
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they  changed  hands,  and  fat  down  together  to  talk  over 
their  affairs. 

The  fum  of  William's  was  this  : — That  Sir  Thomas  was  in 
health,  and  had  much  gloried  in  the  foray  of  the  Feathers, 
and  would  duly  celebrate  the  young  Knight's  triumph  when 
time  fhould  ferve  ;  that  Dame  Elizabeth  fent  her  bleiling  \ 
that  a  meifenger  from  Llanfrey  had  brought  two  Welch 
ponies,  leaving  one  at  Chenies  for  little  Robin,  and  carrying 
on  the  other  to  the  Vifcount  Hereford,  in  London  •,  that 
little  Tom  had  ftamped  angrily,  being  fhent  for  tilting  at 
wicked  Haman,  feafting  with  Ahafuerus  and  Queen  Eflher, 
in  the  tapeftry  in  the  lobby ;  that  pretty  Nell  had  cut  a 
tooth  ;  that  there  had  come  from  London  by  a  carrier  fome 
learned  books,  and,  amongfl  them,  a  moft  pleafaunt  and 
excellent  conceited  comedie  of  Sir  John  Falftaff  and  the 
Merrie  Wives  of  Windfor.  The  fond  wife  was  particular 
in  this,  copying  out  the  whole  title,  knowing  how  it  would 
pleafe  her  fweet  William. 

And  now  for  the  letters  my  Lord  received. 

From  her  Grace — "  For  the  matter  of  Southampton,  it 
is  ftrange  to  us  that  his  continuance  or  displacing  ihould 
work  fo  great  an  alteration,  either  in  yourfelf,  valueing  our 
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commandments  as  you  ought,  or  in  the  difpofition  of  our 
army,  when  all  the  commanders  cannot  be  ignorant  that  we 
not  only  not  allowed  of  your  defire,  but  did  exprefsly 
forbid  it,  and  he  being  fuch  an  one  whofe  experience  can 
be  of  no  great  ufe.  It  is  therefore  ftrange  to  us,  that  you 
will  daie  thus  to  value  your  own  pleafmg  in  things  unne- 
cefTary,  thinking,  by  your  private  arguments,  to  carry  for 
your  own  glory  a  matter  wherein  our  pleafure  to  the 
contrary  is  made  notorious." 

You  fee  her  Grace  had  not  forgiven  my  Lord  South- 
ampton for  marrying  whom  he  lifted  ;  and,  as  Mftrefs 
Vernon  was  EfTex's  kinfwoman,  my  Lord,  favouring  of 
his  friend,  came  in  for  a  fhare  of  the  Royal  anger. 

Then  were  there  letters  from  the  Council  in  the  fame 
ftrain  with  the  Queen's,  more  covertly  modeft,  but  as 
peremptory  every  whit. 

Yet  Reynolds  wrote  that  m  Paris  it  was  fpoken  how  the 
Secretary  Cecyl  had  faid  my  Lord  wrought  miracles  in 
Ireland,  having  fettled  and  diftributed  an  army  of  fixteen 
thoufand  foot  and  one  thoufand  three  hundred  horfe,  and 
accommodated  them  with  neceflaries,  in  a  country  full  of 
mifery  and  diforder,  in  fo  fhort  a  time.     For  that  the  feafon. 
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not  yet  ferving  for  the  Ulfter  expedition,  my  Lord  had, 
within  twenty  days  of  his  landing,  marched  into  Munfter, 
and  had  returned  early  in  July,  having  wholly  and  efFe6lually 
conquered  and  garrifoned  the  whole  South  of  the  kingdom. 
No  note  of  difpleafure  in  that  fecret  letter,  as  you  fee. 

And  EITex  was  fore  vexed  in  fpirit,  and  his  heart  revolted 
from  this  charge,  wherein  all  that  he  could  do  ftill  left  the 
Queen  diiTatisfied,  the  Council  captious  and  exceptive,  and 
himfelf  without  the  means  of  carrying  out  thofe  plans  which 
he  well  knew  were  for  the  public  good.  And  he  fretted 
over  thefe  things,  brooding  on  his  grief,  taking  thought 
without  hope — miferably.  Neither  could  William  comfort 
him,  nor  Southampton,  nor  any  other.  And  after  a  while 
he  gave  way  to  his  paffion  in  this  letter  to  the  Queen,  after 
which  he  got  him  to  horfe,  and,  riding  rapidly  by  the  fea- 
iTiore  day  by  day,  regained  his  heart : — 

"From  a  mind  delighting  in  forrow — from  fpirits  wafted 
with  paffion — from  a  heart  torn  in  pieces  with  care,  grief, 
and  travel — from  a  man  that  hateth  himfelf,  and  all  things 
elfe  that  keep  him  alive,  what  fervice  can  your  Majefty 
expeft,    fmce   any   fervice   paft    deferves    no    more   than 
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banifhinent  and  profcription  to  the  curfedeft  of  all  Iflands  ? 
It  is  5'our  rebels'  pride  and  fuccefs  mufl  give  me  leave  to 
ranfom  myfelf  out  of  this  hateful  prifon,  out  of  my  loathed 
body,  which,  if  it  happen  fo,  your  Majefly  fhall  have  no 
caufe  to  miflike  the  fafhion  of  my  death,  fmce  the  courfe  of 
my  life  could  never  pleafe  you. 

*'  Happy  he  could  finipd  forth  his  fate 
hi  fome  imhawited  defarty  mofl  ohjcure 
From  all  fociety,  from  love  and  hate 
Of  nvor Idly  folk ;  thenfhould  hefeep  fecure  ; 
Then  ivake  again y  and  yield  God  ever  praife  : 
Conte7it  ijoith  hips,  and  haius,  and  hrambleherry  ; 
In  contemplation  pcffing  out  his  days. 
And  change  of  holy  thoughts  to  make  him  merry  ^ 
Whoy  when  he  dies,  his  tofJib  may  be  a  bufh. 
Where  harmlefs  Robin  dwells  tuith  gentle  Thrush. 

/'  Your  Majefty's  exiled  Servant,  R.  Essex," 
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"  Between  the  acl'ing  of  a  dreadful  things 
And  thefirfl  motion^  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phafitaftna,  or  a  hideous  dreain. 
The  genius  and  the  mortal  inflruments 
Are  then  on  council;  and  the  fate  of  man. 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  fuffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  infurreclicn" 

Julius  C^sar,  a6l  ii.,  iC.  i. 

LSTER  is  enchanted.  On  the  frontier  they 
ceafe  to  fay,  "  God  fpeed  !  "  You  are  out  o' 
the  Pale — paft  her  Grace's  care.  You  are  a 
fool-hardy,  defperate  man,  paffing  that  bourne  whence  there 
is  fo  little  chance  of  your  return. 

There  the  fun  fhines  but  for  two  or  three  months  in  the 
year.  The  grafs  groweth  not,  nor  is  there  any  fpring  in 
the  ground  till  it  is  well  on  into  June,  or  even  into  July. 
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The  few  crops  be  thin  and  fcanty  beyond  all  thought ;  and 
the  cattle,  poor,  wafted,  dwindled,  and  difeafed,  be  not 
worth  the  houfing  or  the  eating.  They  fay  in  the  far  Weft 
part  of  it,  that  they  have  there  an  All-hallown  fummer  of 
fome  three  or  four  days :  but  the  reft  is  darknefs,  rain,  ftorm. 
There  is  more  mountain  than  plain,  more  rock  than  earth — 
more  bog  than  foil — more  water  than  land ;  for,  befide 
thofe  inland  feas  of  Neagh  and  Erne,  there  be  vaft  lakes 
and  loughs,  eftuaries  and  large  bays  of  the  fea,  running 
far  thorough.  And  there  be  marfties  and  defarts,  forefts 
and  moors,  without  end.  Except  on  the  Eaftern  coaft,  where 
are  a  few  fickly  plantations,  the  Province  is  held  by  rude 
hordes  and  favage  tribes,  wandering  over  a  defolate 
wilder nefs.  Of  thefe  O'Nial  is  the  chief,  becaufe  the 
ftrongeft,  exacting  what  he  will  from  whomfoever. 

"  Pay  me  the  tribute  ! "  quoth  he  to  O'Donel ;  "  or,  if  you 
don't " 

"  I  owe  you  no  tribute  ! "  anfwereth  the  other.  "  And  if 
I  did" 

Such  was  their  ufe.  Now  quarrelling  amongft  them- 
felves,  now  banded  againft  her  Grace's  peace. 

No    fooner    had    ElTex    purported    to    ftart    on     his 
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Northern  progrefs,  than  in  the  rere  O'Dempfey  raifeth  a 
ftir  in  Offaley,  facking  Maryboro',  firing  it  every  where  by 
lighted  turfs,  reached  on  poles  to  the  thatch,  robbing  the 
fettlers,  driving  off  their  kine,  carrying  away  their  women, 
meal,  and  butter.  And  to  him  were  joined  O'More, 
O'Connor,  and  the  like. 

Thefe,  my  Lord  fuddenly  coming  upon,  brought  to 
fubjeftion  ;  yet  could  he  not  catch  the  O'Dempfey,  who 
was  fitting  in  a  bog-hole ;  whom,  otherwife,  he  would 
have  hanged  in  terrorem  doubtlesfly,  as  did  he  one  titular 
Bifhop  Egan  there,  in  full  armour,  found  leading  on  the 
rebels  in  the  Pope's  name. 

Sir  Warham  St.  Leger,  that  valiant  and  hereditarily 
prudent  Councillor,  fighting  hand  to  hand  with  one  of  their 
chiefs,  Maguire  to  wit,  both  were  flain,  and  this  not  long 
while  afterwards. 

Sir  Conyers  Clifford,  being  as  ftout  a  man  as  one  bearing 
fuch  names  ihould  be — (and  note  that,  if  you  have  great 
names  and  generous  remembrance  of  your  anceftry,  you 
fhall  be  looked  to  to  bear  yourfelf  feemly,  as  was  heretofore 
put  to  you) — Sir  Conyers  Clifford  being  fuch  an  one,  with 
whom  was  my  Lord's  dear  and  tried  friend  Sir  Alexander, 
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poor  Tom  Ratcliffe's  brother,  coming  from  Connaught 
with  fifteen  hundred  foot  and  fome  one  hundred  horfe, 
towards  that  key  of  Ulfler,  Ballyihannon,  halted  in  the 
Curlew  mountains,  in  the  county  of  Leitrim. 

Look  to  your  card  of  Ireland.  You  will  fee  how,  at 
the  mouth  of  the  Erne  river,  coming  from  the  lake  of  the 
fame,  lyeth  Ballyihannon,  a  moft  eafily  fortified  pafs  j  which 
kept,  not  one  Connaught  man  could  force  or  fleal  himfelf 
into  Ulfter,  while  the  garrifon  could  be  viftualled  by  fea. 
To  fiege  this  hold  ;  to  keep  in  O'Nial ;  to  keep  out  all  help 
from  that  quarter,  the  army  of  the  Weft  v/as  ordered. 
And  it  was  purpofed,  by  judicious  marchings,  to  cut  off 
Tyr  Oen's  retreat,  after  the  Lord  General  fliould  have 
routed  him. 

But  it  was  not  to  be.  Here  was  the  beginning  of  the 
end.  On  a  fteep  mountain  track,  the  cold  rain  pouring 
adown  \  the  heavy  woods  on  either  fide  foughing  drearily 
in  the  wind  •,  the  narrov/  paved  caufeway  fcarcely  fufFering 
five  men  abreaft,  the  weary  troops  were  met  by  O'Rorke, 
and  other  rebel  chiefs.  'Twas  a  fhort  matter,  though  the 
enemy  were  fewer  than  her  Grace's  bands.  From  behind 
the  trees  the  Irifh  darts  and  arrows  told  upon  the  men,  who 
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vainly  fpent  their  fhot.  Clifford  and  Ratcliffe  fell.  Some 
fix  fcore  men,  done  to  death,  blocked  up  the  way. 
The  few  horfe,  as  the  enemy  thronged  forward  to  complete 
their  victory — the  few  horfe  charged  murtheroufly  •,  and 
thus  the  fhattered  force  under  their  protection  made 
retreat. 

The  Lords,  Colonels,  and  Knights  of  the  army,  being 
called  to  a  Council  of  War,  now  peremptorily  declared  againft 
the  northern  journey  altogether.  The  army,  they  faid,  was 
fo  unwilling  to  be  carried  thither,  that  fome  fecretly  ran 
into  England,  others  had  revolted  to  the  enemy :  a  third 
fort  partly  hid  themfelves  in  the  country,  partly  feigned 
fick.  They  fhewed  how  'twas  impoffible  at  this  time  of 
year  to  plant  Lough  Foyle  (that  is,  the  bafe  of  that  penin- 
fula,  lying  between  Lough  Foyle  and  Lough  Swilly — a  mofl 
convenient  fpot  for  a  garrifon  as  could  be  chofen :  as  my 
Lord  had  pointed  out).  And  farther,  that  the  available 
force  reached  not  four  thoufand  men.  All  which,  under 
their  hands  they  manfully  attefted — prefently  denied. 

"  You  fhall  not  make  thefe  reverfes  known  in  France," 
quoth  Mafter  Secretary  :  "  for  the  worfe  luck  we  have,  the 
worfe  will  they  efteem  us  !  Littera  fcripta  manejit" 
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And  her  Grace  wrote  to  my  Lord  complaining ;  Specially 
of  three  things,  which  were  anfwered  thus  : — "  In  the  very 
hour  in  which  I  received  a  commandment,  figned  by  your 
Majefty,  to  difplace  my  Lord  Southampton,  I  did  obey  it. 
Secondly,  the  Treafurer,  who  might  more  exactly  make  the 
certificate  of  the  lift  of  officers  and  commanders  than  I, 
took  it  upon  him ;  and  doth  afTure  me  he  hath  long  fmce 
fent  it  over.  Laflly,  if  I  could  have  found  any  other  means 
to  give  men  of  worth  encouragement  or  reward,  or  by  any 
other  circumflance  could  have  kept  life  and  fpirit  in  this 
army,  I  had  been  very  fparing  in  beflowing  the  degree  of 
Knighthood."  And  this  charge  fatisfied.  "  Now,"  quoth 
my  Lord — "  now,  if  Tyr  Oen  have  as  much  courage  as  he 
pretendeth,  we  will  on  one  fide  or  the  other  end  the  War, 
maugre  the  ficknefs  and  defertion  of  the  army — maugre  the 
miferable  munitions — maugre  that  her  Grace's  fubjefls 
had  rather  be  hanged  for  cowardice  than  hurt  in  her 
fervice — maugre  that  bitter  flyle  in  which  her  Highnefs 
vents  her  taunting  Ipleen  upon  her  poor,  conflant,  humble 
vafliil — Essex  !" 

"  Here  was  no  fign  of  a  parley  toward  ! "  wrote  Mafter 
Secretary. 


The  Uljler  Campaigfu  i^j 

The  Earl  of  EfTex  crolTed  the  Boyne.  He  marched  into 
Ulfler.  The  flraggling  forces  of  Tyr  Oen  were  fpread 
before  him  thoro'  wood  and  thoro'  brake  for  many 
miles.  The  pent-up  flreams  fpread  far  and  wide  over  their 
banks.  The  foil  was  deep  and  plaihy ;  on  the  hills  the 
more  orderly  of  the  enemy  were  pofled,  horfe  and  foot. 
They  had  the  manifefl  advantage  of  pofition,  being  fortified 
both  by  induftry  and  art  •,  nor  would  it  have  been  eafy  to 
dillodge  them  with  twenty  times  our  forces.  'Twas  im- 
poffible  to  number  his  troops  :  yet  'tv/as  certain  they  far 
exceeded  ours. 

The  General  fpurned  the  odds :  but  a  Council  of  War 
protefted.  Not  having  force  enough  to  break  up  the  rebel 
camp,  they  would  fain  retreat. 

Tyr  Oen  demands  a  parley.  Her  Grace  prefently 
vaunted  that  Ihe  was  'ware  it  would  be  fo  •,  he  having  with 
a  foft  fmile  wheedled  her  Highnefs  of  the  Earldom. 
Earl  or  Traitor,  or  both,  this  man  was  not  The  OfNiaL 
His  father,  Matthew,  was  baflard  of  Con-Baccough  by  a 
blackfmith's  wife  :  afEUated  according  to  their  abhominable 
cuflom.  But,  being  a  hoflage,  he  learned  fome  civility  in 
England  •,  and,  upon  Shane  O'NiaPs  defeat,  put  in  for  the 
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Earldom  of  Tyrone  and  the  hereditary  eftates.  Thefe  for 
his  pretended  fervices  the  Queen  alTented  to.  Now  was  he 
like  thofe  amphibious  beafts,  who  live  in  either  element ! 
He  could  lie  naked,  wallowing  in  bog-holes  in  the  midfl  of 
December ;  or,  clade  i'  the  robes  of  an  Earl,  fit  quietly 
ftewing  i'  the  parliament  at  Midfummer,  Yet  was  he  but 
of  an  outfide  gentlenefs  :  like  your  greafy  Mufcovite.  A 
coarfe  log  daubed  with  paint — a  rough-hewn  flone 
laquered  and  varnifhed.  With  his  own  hands  had  he 
murdered  Hugh  na  Garelock,  fon  of  Shane,  the  O'Nial ; 
with  his  own  arm  had  he  carried  off  Marfhal  BagnalPs 
wife :  yet  would  he  be  a  patriot ;  and  being  the  moft 
violent,  daring,  turbulent,  ambitious,  as  well  as  the  moft 
crafty,  politic,  fubtle  of  the  clan,  him  they  acknowledged 
for  their  chief !  But  he  was  not  the  O'Nial  notwithftanding. 
You  fhall  find  patriots  of  his  fort  every  where :  and 
'fpecially  be  they  rife  in  Ireland.  So  he  took  his  own  will 
for  his  law ;  and  he  afked  and  gat  the  Pope's  bleffing  on 
his  caufe,  with  a  Phoenix  plume  to  boot  •,  and  he  prayed  an 
aid  from  Spain,  which  in  money  and  men  arrived.  And  he 
held  himfelf  forward  to  the  people  as  the  champion  of 
their  freedom,  of  their  rights,  of  their  religion ;   with  a 
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iiiggeflion,  as  is  ufual,  that  'twas  "/ro  aris  etfocis"  that  he 
rofe. 

He  demandeth  a  parley.  And  my  Lord  flayed  fome 
hours  expefting  him :  but  Tyr  Oen  would  not  come  out, 
fearing  the  hoflile  troops  might  in  the  mean  time  come  to 
blows  ',  he  being  refolved  not  to  draw  to  battle  upon  equal 
ground.  Into  the  middle  of  the  ftream,  breaft  high,  he 
rides,  courteoufly  fainting  the  Lord-Lieutenant  a  horfe- 
back  on  the  bank.  What  words  pafTed  between  them  no 
man  heard. 

On  the  morrow  fix  principal  men  on  either  fide  accom- 
panied their  chiefs.  Tyr  Oen  and  his  comrades  in  the 
river ;  my  Lord  and  his  as  before. 

Bareheaded  fate  O'Nial.     Effex  covered. 

"  I  confefs,"  quoth  the  fubtle  rebel — "  I  confefs  the 
Queen  is  my  fovereign  lady ;  yet  I  never  made  peace  with 
her  but  by  her  Grace's  feeking.  In  my  conceit,  'tis  no 
honour  to  be  an  Earl :  for  I  am  in  blood  and  power  better 
than  the  befl.  I  will  give  place  to  none  of  them  !  My 
anceftors  were  ICings  of  Ulfler  :  and,  as  Ulfter  was  their's, 
fo  now  is  it  mine.  With  the  fword  I  won  it,  and  with  the 
fword  I'll  keep  it!" 
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"  Ha  !  "  quoth  the  Earl,  "  you  will  not  have  me  tell  her 
Grace  fo  ?     'Twill  be  no  herald  of  peace  !  " 

"  Marry  forbid  ! "  faid  he.  Then,  turning  to  other  matter, 
he  held  forth  on  confcience  and  religion. 

"  Religion,  man ! "  fhouted  my  Lord,  with  a  gleek. 
"  Thou  hafl  no  more  religion  than  my  horfe  !  "  And  no 
farther  parley  would  he  hold ;  but,  allowing  of  commif- 
lioners  on  either  fide,  they  agreed  to  a  truce  after  this 
fafhion  : — Firfl:,  for  fix  weeks  certain  ;  then  for  fix  weeks 
on,  unlefs  difcontinued  by  a  fortnight's  notice,  and 
fo  forth,  until  May.  To  this,  EfTex  confidering  himfelf 
allowed,  gave  his  noble  word ;  Tyr  Oen  plighted  his 
troth. 

Oh,  lame  and  impotent  conclufion  ! 

Weary,  fick,  melancholy,  the  Lord  General  difperfed  his 
army,  himfelf  retiring  to  Drogheda  in  phyfic. 

When  you  have  been  overwrought,  difeafed,  dejefted, 
would  you  not  be  cheered,  and  foothed,  and  refrefhed  by 
kindnefs  or  affeffion,  or  by  a  patient  bearing  with  your 
infirmities  ?  If,  having  flriven  with  all  your  might,  you 
have  flrained  yourfelf,  body  or  mmd,  or  both,  fhall  you  not 
need  refl  ?    And  will  not  the  grateful,  pitying  condolence 
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of  whom  you  have  fo  freely,  and  to  your  injury,  ferved, 
help  you  to  a  cure  ? 

But  at  this  juncture  cometh  Philofopher  Cuffe  from 
England,  bearing  letters  from  her  Majefly.  Thefe  were 
confequent  on  my  Lord's  defpatches,  of  which  you  know 
the  fubftance.  Her  Grace  not  expreffeth  herfelf  perfpi- 
cuoufly  j  but  'tis  evident  fhe  underflandeth  the  matter  in 
hand  after  her  own  humour ;  and  'tis  as  certain  fhe  is  as 
little  pleafed  :  to  wit : — 

"Right  trufly  and  well-beloved  Coufm.  Having 
fufficiently  declared  unto  you,  before  this  time,  how  httle 
the  manner  of  your  proceedings  hath  anfwered  with  our 
direction,  or  the  world's  expedlation,  we  are  doubtful 
what  to  prefcribe  you  at  any  time,  or  what  to  build  upon 
your  writing  to  us  in  any  thing  ;  for  we  have  clearly 
difcovered  of  late,  what  you  have  ever  to  this  hour  poflefTed 
us  with,  namely — Expe6fation  that  you  would  proceed  as 
we  have  directed  you  ;  but  your  anions  always  fhew  the 
contrary,  though  carried  in  fuch  fort  as  we  were  fure  to 
have  no  time  to  countermand  them."  Then  followeth  her 
Grace's  eflimate  of  the  men  fupplied  for  this  action,  wherein 
(he  fetteth  down  all  dead,  revolted,  fick,  efcaped,  not  to 
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fay  thofe  left  in  garrifon  throughout  the  whole  kingdom, 
as  prefent  with  the  General,  eighteen  thoufand  foot  and  one 
thoufand  three  hundred  horfe,  flie  put  it  at,  whereas  four  thou- 
fand was  the  outfide  compliment.  Then  fhe  went  over  again 
the  Munfter  campaign,  and  the  OfFaley  bufmefs,  and  the 
calamity  in  the  Curlews.  Oh,  fhe  rang  the  changes  on 
the  charges  of  thefe  wars  !  "  But  it  is  true,  and  we  have 
often  faid  it,  we  were  ever  won  to  expence  by  little  and 
little,  and  by  reprefentations  of  great  refolutions  in  genera- 
lities, till  they  came  to  particular  execution."  Again  fhe 
ftated  roundly,  "  Your  own  proceedings  beget  your 
difficulties ; "  taunting  him  with  this  fcruple  :  "  Have  we  not 
great  caufe  to  think  that  your  purpofe  is  not  to  end  the  war, 
when  yourfelf  have  often  told  us  that  all  the  petty  under- 
takings in  Leix,  Munfter,  and  Connaught,  are  but  lofs  of 
time,  confumption  of  treafure  and  people,  until  Tyr  Oen 
himfelf  be  firft  beaten,  on  whom  all  the  refl  depends  ? " 
Anon  did  fhe  wave  a  fierce  threat  at  that  Council  of  War 
who  had  fet  forth  fuch  a  catalogue  of  impertinent  chal- 
lenges and  needlefs  comparifons.  And,  there  being  rumour 
of  the  Spaniard  coming,  fhe  concluded  with  an  injundfion  on 
his  allegiance,  that  my   Lord   fliould  not  dare  to  quit  his 
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charge,  nor  pafs  his  word  for  O'Nial's  pardon,  without  her 
Royal  warrant  had. 

There  were  times  EfTex  would  have  fat  down  patiently  to 
anfwer,  feriatim,  this  precious  letter.    This  was  no  fuch  day. 

*'  That  which  in  mean  men  he  entitled  patience^ 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breads. ^^ 

Loyalty  trembled  in  her  feat.  The  Earl  was  chafed  in 
the  matter  of  Southampton,  and  for  that  his  Marfhal  (Sir 
Chriftopher  Blount)  had  not  been  fufFered  to  fit  i'  the  Privy 
Council,  at  the  charges  her  Grace  had  brought  againft 
him.  Now  was  he  incenfed.  Reynolds,  too,  wrote  that 
the  Mafterfhip  of  the  Wards  (a  coveted  office)  had  been 
^ven  to  Sir  R.  Cecyl,  and  my  Lord's  indignation  burned 
within  him.  Tormented  in  body,  vexed  in  mind,  evilly 
holpen  of  the  phyfician,  as  ufual,  and  unfit  to  qualify  his 
jealoufy  with  wholefome  thought,  he  began  to  caft  himfelf 
into  dark  clouds  and  troublefome  ftorms  ;  revolving  in  his 
mind  defigns  of  returning  into  England  (like  his  banifhed 
namefake  Hereford)  with  fele6l  bands,  fo  to  reduce  his 
adverfaries  into  his  power  by  armed  hand,  being  perfuaded 
that  many  would  fide  with  him,  partly  out  of  love,  partly 
out  of  defire  of  innovation.      For  in  his  heart  he  thought 
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that  the  Queen  favoured  him  truly  ;  but  that,  furrounded 
by  his  enemies,  v/ho,  for  their  bafer  motives,  were  his 
enemies,  fhe  was  urged  or  perfuaded,  deceived  or  frightened 
into  diftrufling  him.  That  Elizabeth  was  ever  "  Semper 
eadem  ; "  but  that  the  Secretary  and  his  pack  were  "  Sem- 
per iidem" 

But  when  Eflex  fpake  to  his  true  friends — to  William,  to 
Southampton,  to  his  flepfather  Blount — they  heartily 
condemned  the  projeft,  deterring  him  from  this  attempt  as 
wicked,  bloody,  hateful,  dangerous.  Yet  to  England 
would  my  Lord  return,  remembering  how  Leicefler  had 
efFeftually  come  back  to  her  Grace's  feet,  albeit  forbidden. 
And  William  hurried  acrofs,  ordering  pofls.  My  Lord 
returning  to  Dublin,  fwore  in  his  Grace  Archbifhop  Loftus 
and  Sir  George  Carew,  Lords  Juftices,  and  pafTed  the  army 
over  to  the  Earl  of  Ormonde. 

Then  with  a  quick  fail  (for  in  thofe  feas  the  wind 
bloweth  moflly  from  the  weft)  reaching  Parkgate,  took 
horfe  the  Earl,  my  Lord  Southampton,  my  Lord  Dun- 
kellin,  Sir  Chriilopher  St.  Lawrence,  Sir  Henry  Danvers, 
Sir  Henry  Docwray,  Squire  Beronfaw,  and  our  Hampfliire 
Efquire,  riding  hard  for  London. 


CHAPTER  XIL 

"  The  doubt  of  future  foes  ^ 

Exiles  7ny  prefent  joy ; 

And  wit  me  ivarnes  to  fhun  fuch  fnares 

As  threaten  mine  annoy, 

*'  For  falfehood  now  doth  flow ^ 
And fuhj eels*  faith  doth  ebbe : 
Which  would  not  be,  if  reafon  ruled 
Or  wijdome  wove  the  webbe. 

*'  But  clowdes  ofjoyes  untried 

Do  choke  afpiring  mindes  ; 

Which  turn  to  raine  of  late  repent. 

By  courfe  of  changed  windesT 
A  Ditty  of  her  Maj^^^  owne  Making. 

Rel.  a.  E.  p.  II.  215. 

[N  a  glorious  September  morning,  the  hot  fun 
glittering   on  the  vanes   and  weathercocks  of 
fteeple  and  turret — lazy  old  Thames  rolling  on 
as  was  his  wont  to  meet  a  frefli  bath  in  the  coming  tide. 
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Cometh  to  Weflminfter  flairs  my  Lord  of  Eflex  and  his 
little  troup. 

Heavy  bottoms  laden  with  fea-coal  were  creeping  up 
the  river :  rafts  piled  with  bales,  barrels,  and  what  not, 
were  tacking  and  tug^ng  along  the  wharfs  j  light  fkifFs  fhot 
brifkly  to  and  fro,  and  there  lay  moored  to  their  landings, 
the  brilliantly  painted  and  gaudy-awned  barges  of  the 
nobles. 

At  either  iide  of  the  water,  where  were  the  accuflomed 
ferries,  large  boats,  fome  deep  and  mafTy  for  the  conveyance 
of  horfes  and  other  animals,  others  more  conveniently 
fitted  for  paflengers,  were  taking  in  or  difburdening  them- 
felves  of  their  feveral  freights.  Even  at  this  early  hour, 
all  was  activity  and  buflle  on  this  the  greateft  thoro'fare  of 
great  London. 

None  noticed  the  impatient  Earl  waiting  the  fluggifli 
barge !  EfTex  was  the  more  urgent  as  he  drew  nigh  the 
journey's  end.  Scarcely  did  he  turn  his  eyes  towards  his 
houfe  as  he  pafTed  through  Charing.  A  wife — always 
dear,  now  needing  all  his  fondnefs — prattling  children  that 
could  innocently  folace  all  his  cares :  a  mother,  a  fifter, 
were  within  thofe  walls,  yet  he  hurried  pafl !      Be  there 
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feelings  flronger  in  the  heart  than  love  ?  Is  there  a  fpot 
more  happy  than  your  home  ?  Oh,  vanity  !  Oh,  ambition  ! 
Oh,  pride  and  jealoufy  !  Fie,  fie  !  "  God  give  them  peace," 
faid  he ;  as,  when  half-way  acrofs  the  flream  he  faw  the 
open  cafements  of  EfFex-houfe,  and  the  new  wakened  fun 
fluttering  a  good-morrow  againfl  the  window  panes.  "  God 
give  them  peace  !  "  But  other  thoughts  quickly  difpelled 
the  fofter  motions.  Upon  the  fhore  of  Lambheith  they 
leaped  forth.  Their  horfes  were  not  there.  Impetuoufly 
they  took  fuch  as  they  found.  "  Upon  her  Grace's  fer- 
vice  !  "  was  the  word. 

"  Good-morrow  to  Sir  Thomas  Gerard  !  " 

"  Good  day,  my  good  Lord  !  We  not  expected  you  fo 
foon.  The  Londoners,  I  promife  ye,  will  not  forgive  this 
private  entry  of  their  honoured  Earl." 

"  They  are  right  worfhipful.  Sir  Thomas  :  and  I  thank 
you  and  them  moil  friendly." 

"  Laft  evening  at  the  Globe,  i'  the  new  Hiflory  of  King 
Henry  the  Fifth,  the  Poet  in  his  Chorus  fpake  of  your 
Lordlhip  mofl  refpeftfully." 

"  How  ? "  faid  Eflex,  haflily  mounting,  fcarcely  hearken- 
ing. 
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"  Speaking  of  Harry  coming  back   from   Agincourt," 

quoth  he  (as  I  remember), 

*'  As  by  a  lower y  but  by  loving  likelihood^ 
Were  noiv  the  General  of  our  Gracious  Emprefs 
(As  171  good  time  he  may) ^  from  Ireland  coinings 
Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  fiuord. 
How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit 
To  luelcome  him  I  " 

"  Gentle  Mafter  Shakfpeare  !  " 

"  Her  Highnefs  is  at  Nonfuch.  Is  fhe  advifed  of  your 
return,  my  Lord  ? " 

"  I  bring  that  news  myfelf,  Sir  Thomas." 

"  Then,  good  my  Lord — and,  by  your  leave — I  fhall 
ride  on,  and  bid  my  Lord  Grey  de  Wilton  let  your  Lord- 
fliip  pafs." 

"  Nay,  nay  !  'tis  no  boot !  " 

"  But  the  Lord  Grey  is  not  your  friend,  dear  Earl :  I 
pray  you  fufFer  me  to  flay  him  :  'tis  not  fit  he  bring  intelli- 
gence of  your  return,  her  Highnefs  not  apprifed  yet." 

"  I  care  not  for  him — I !  nor  for  his  pack  !  So  I  have 
her  Grace's  countenance,  have  at  'em  !  " 

Yet  Sir  Thomas  Gerard  rode  on  to  parley,  learning  from 
one  the  fecrefy  of  my  Lord's  repair. 


An  Irijh  Remedy,  169 


"  Marry,  dear  Lord,"  faith  St.  Lawrence,  "  I'd  not  be 
fplaihed  with  their  Court  holy  water ;  but  draw  warm 
blood  with  cold  fteel— I !  " 

**  'T would  be  an  Irifh  remedy,  Sir  Kit,  and  ill-received, 
I  promife  you  " 

«  My  Lord,  the  Lord  Grey  declines  to  let  your  Lordfhip 
pafs." 

"  You  did  not  afk  him  in  my  favour  ? " 

"  No,  my  good  Lord  !  I  faid  your  Lordfhip  was  behind, 
if  he  would  fpeak  with  you." 

"  And  he  would  not,  the  churl  ? " 

"  No  !  "  quoth  he,  "  I  have  bufmefs  at  the  Court — and 
fo  fpurred  on  the  fafter." 

"  liCt  me  prick  after,  dear  my  Lord,  I'll  put  him  from 
his  fpurring,  and  roll  his  rowels  i'  the  dirt !  " 

«  No,  no  !  good  ICit— Stay  !  Stay  !  " 

"  I  faith  I'll  thrufl  through  the  Secretary,  or  whomfoever 
i'  the  Court,  fo  your  Excellency  will." 

"  Nay,  nay,  thou  honourable  Knight  j  put  up  thy  fword 
in  faltire  !  Let's  leave  fuch  practices  to  Ralegh  and  the 
like.  I  ftand  upon  mine  integrity,  my  truth,  and  loyalty  ; 
when  thefe  fhall  fail  me,  perifh  all !  " 
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'Twas  ftill  two  hours  from  noon  when  they  reached  the 
palace.  Eflex  paufed  not  even  to  change  his  clothes,  wafli 
or  arrange  his  perfon.  Travel-ftained  and  heated  as  he 
was,  the  ftir  within  him  urged  an  immediate  vifit  to  the 
Queen.  Difregarding,  therefore,  every  form  of  that  moft 
formal  Court,  he  pafTed  unheeding  guards,  yeomen,  archers, 
exons,  ufliers.  In  the  prefence  chamber  there  were 
already  fome  hungry  courtiers.  He  noticed  not  their 
hurried  falutation.  Entering  the  Privy  Chamber,  there 
were  her  Grace's  women  and  fome  ladies  of  the  ward- 
robe :  he  faw  not  their  amazement — heard  not  their  call. 
The  bedroom  opens  to  his  own  hand.  No  voice  now  bids 
ifand. 

Elizabeth  had  newly  rifen.  Her  night-gown  was  loofely 
wrapped  about  her ;  nor  ruff  nor  tire  were  there  to 
conceal  the  royal  neck,  or  leave  to  fancy  what  art  was  wont 
to  hide.  Her  feet  were  naked,  too  ;  her  hair  flill  loofe,  and 
tangled  over  her  face  and  breaff.  'Twas  too  foon  and  too 
late  for  her  Grace's  vifitors.  The  women  of  the  body 
ftood  aghaff,  the  royal  linen  in  their  hands.  At  a  fignal 
from  her  Majefty  they  withdrew.  It  was  the  bufmefs  of  a 
moment.     Eflex  threw  himfelf  upon  his  knees  :  he  feized 
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her  hands,  covering  them  with  kifTes.  Happy  moment ! 
The  fair  hands  were  not  withdrawn  !  nay,  to  his  imagina- 
tion did  they  return  the  prelTure.  He  looked  up  into  that 
royal  face,  which  had  fo  often  whilolm  beamed  kindnefs  on 
him.  There  feemed  pleafure,  almoft  affedlion,  in  its  fmile. 
Was  it  a  tear  of  gladnefs  ftood  in  that  calm  grey  eye  ? 
Was  it  with  a  motion  of  love  that  the  remembered  voice 
feemed  to  hefitate,  faying — 

<'  How  now,  Robin  ?  " 

*'  My  moft  gracious,  moft  dearefl  lady  !  " 

Again  the  Earl  buried  his  face  in  the  Queen's  hands. 

"  How  now  ?     How  now  ?  " 

''  God  be  praifed  !  after  all  the  ftorms  I  have  fufFered 
abroad,  I  find  a  fweet  calm  at  home  !  " 

"  We  trufl  thou  haft  laid  thofe  Irifh  ftorms  we  fent  thee 
for,  or  the  bruit  of  them  will  give  us  little  calm  at  home," 
quoth  Elizabeth,  colle6ling  herfelf,  and  arranging  her  difh- 
revelled  perfon  with  a  lofty  gait. 

"  Madam,  I  truil  I  have  !  "  faid  EfTex,  timidly. 

"  Go  to  !  "  cried  the  Queen  vehemently,  "  Go  to  !  haft 
caught  Tyr  Oen  ?  " 

"  Nay,  gracious  lady  !  yet  he's  bound." 
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"  Bound  and  not  caught !  Ha  !  We  marvel  at  your 
riddles  !     Go  to  !     How  is't  ? " 

"  Mofl  royal !  he  is  bound  by  oath  and  pledge." 

"  By  God's  body  !  "  quoth  the  Queen  Parting  upright, 
and  {lamping  acrofs  the  clofet.  "  To  truft  this  traitor  upon 
oath  is  to  trufl  a  devil  on  his  religion.  To  truft  him  upon 
pledges  is  a  mere  illufory.  For  what  piety  is  there  in  him, 
or  in  any  of  his  fort  ?  Will  they  be  tied  to  rule  of  honefty 
for  itfelf .''  Nay,  for  they  are  but  bound  to  their  own 
fenfualities,  refpefting  only  their  private  vantage."^ 

"  If  there  be  either  faith  in  Tyr  Oen,  or  truth  in  them  of 
his  council,  he  defireth  nothing  more  than  peace,  which  at 
this  time  had  been  concluded  ;  but  that  he  refleth  bound  to 
the  Spaniard  " 

"  Ha  !     Bound  to  Spain  ? " 

"  He  was  fo  chary  of  that  oath  " 


"  Oath  !     Spain  !     By  the  wounds  of  Chrifl  are  we  not 
his  Queen  ?  the  fovereign  lady  of  thefe  realms  ? " 

"  Mofl  royal  lady !    dearefl  madam  !    vouchfafe  me  pa- 


"  Patience,  marry  !     Go  to  !    Go  to  ! — well.  Sir  Earl  ?  " 
"  Moft  humbly  he  befought  your  Highnefs's  favourable 
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judgment.  He  was  bound,  he  faid,  that  if  the  Spaniard, 
landing  in  England,  held  " 

"Ay!  Ay!" 

"  Which  not  fucceeding,  by  May  next  would  he  faithfully 
fubmit  himfelf  to  your  Grace's  clemency." 

"  Marry,  we  thank  him  !  'Zounds  !  When  he's  beaten 
he  will  yield  !  He  is  a  traitor  :  and  with,  fuch  we  indent 
not,  Eflex ! " 

"  'Tis  only  for  awhUe,  and  that  in  winter  !  " 

And  then  EfTex  recapitulated  the  terms;  the  Queen 
carefully  attentive.  He  Jftill  upon  his  knees  :  fhe  fitting  on 
the  bedfoot,  her  clothes  wrapped  about  her  limbs  orderly. 

"  Ha  !  this  is  treaty,  not  fubmiilion  !  " 

"  Yes,  gracious  lady  !  And  in  my  poor  opinion  fafeft. 
Your  Majefly  bade  me,  on  Tyr  Oen's  yielding,  to  garrifon 
his  country — to  require  him  give  up  Shane's  heirs,  and 
bring  his  perfon  to  your  Highnefs's  feet." 

"  And  were  not  thefe  moil  fit  directions,  we  would 
learn  ?  In  the  forfaking  them,  after  your  ufe,  methinks, 
you  have  made  us  right  contemptible,  and  yourfelf " 

"  Oh  pardon,  deareft  princefs  !  'Twas  beyond  all  impof- 
fible  to  obey,  or  at  my  life's  peril  your  fmallefl  will  ihould 
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have  been  pun6lually  paid.  All  my  forces  would  not  have 
garrifoned  half  his  country :  nor  had  he  power  over  the 
young  O'Nials,  who  were  in  Scotland  with  the  outlaw 
Sorleboy.  For  his  own  filthy  carcafe,  flatly  he  would 
not  truil  it." 

"  'Tis  fitting  for  the  kennel  only  !  He  hath  abufed  our 
mercy  villainoully  *,  and  his  life  is  a  due  forfeit  he  fhall  one 
day  pay  ! " 

"  Had  I  had  the  means,  dear  Madam,  I  fhould  have 
compelled  him ;  and  at  hazard  of  my  life,  which  I  did 
wager,  fo  he  would  come  between  the  armies  to  put  the 
quarrel  on  that  caft.  Nor  would  he  fo,  nor  meet  me  at  the 
head  of  his  power,  which  the  Council  blamed  my  ven- 
turing ;  for,  in  truth,  'twas  dangerfome  and  defperate." 

"  Ha  !  How's  that,  fayefl !" 

"  He  had  ten  thoufand  foot  and  one  thoufand  horfe  at 
leaft  " 

"  And  you  ?  fome  nineteen  thoufand.  Fie,  fie,  my  Lord  I 
Fie,  fie  !  You  trifle  with  our  favour  :  bring  our  fovereignty 
into  ill  repute  " • 

"  Madam,  your  Highnefs  doth  overlook  that  I  had 
garrifoned  the  South.     That " 
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*'  God's  grace  !  how  many  had'A  ? " 

"  At  the  lafl  mufter  little  over  three  thoufand,"  Her 
Grace,  who  had  grown  reftlefs,  now  roufeth  herfelf  with  a 
itart  and  a  ftamp,  and  what  not, 

<«  By  my  foul  I  had  provided,  paid  for,  nearly  twenty 
thoufand." 

'*  There  was  no  fuch  number  ever :  nor  were  we  well 
fupplied  for  them  we  had.  From  my  own  purfe  I  found 
my  troops." 

"  There  is  fome  roguery  fomewhere !  Our  treaiiirer  " 

^'  Deareft  Lady,  'tis  for  that  I  venture  to  your  feet ! 
Your  Highnefs  is  not  ferved  honeflly,  nor  with  truth,  at 
home." 

«  Bring  me  the  traitor,  ElTex,  on  your  life  !  Bring  me  the 
traitor  who  fhall  come  between  our  will  and  the  obedience 
due  their  Queen  ! " 

"Deareft  Lady!" 

"  Ha  !  are  we  not  Queen  ! — Thus  to  be  flouted  !     What 

mean  you,  EfTex  ? — of  whom  doft  complain  ? — fpeak,  man ! " 

"  Royal  Madam  !  you  will  not  yet  believe  that  thofe  who 

have  your  Grace's  favours  in  my  abfence  feek  to  keep  me 

ever  from  you." 


1 76  The  Noble  Traytour. 


Her  Highnefs  beareth  a  more  kind  afpedl. 

"  Tuili,  man  !  Thefe  are  vain  conceits  :  the  fumes  of 
your  ever  overweening.  None  flrive  to  thrufl  you  lience  ! 
who  dare  ? " 

"  None  !  did  they  know  your  gracious  will.  Oh,  happy 
EfTex,  by  one  kind  word  raifed  from  the  duft  !  Yet, 
fweet  lady,  they  who  holp  to  urge  me  on  this  employ 
have  ftriven  to  tie  me  to't  under  moil  hard  conditions." 

"  Methinks  thou  art  miftaken,  Robin  !  Thou  hafl  no 
enemies  at  Court." 

"  None,  fairefl  lady,  an  thou  fmileft  on  me  !  Where  the 
fan  (hines  in  fplendour  no  envious  clouds  can  come  be- 
tween ! " 

Then  the  Queen  queflioned  as  to  the  order  left  in  Ire- 
land, and  was  fatisfied ;  willing  to  be  left  to  her  gentle- 
women. 

"  Stay,  EfTex !  Haft  feen  thy  Countefs  ^ — and  my 
coufm  Lettice — eh  V 

"  Nay,  fweet  madam  !  my  duty  and  my  love  brooked 
no  dalliance  on  the  way." 

"  Go  to  !  go  to  !  fweet  Robin  !  I  hear  your  fair  wife  is 
in  the  inftant  hope  of  a  tiny  comforter  ?" 
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"  Fairefl  lady !  And,  -when  it  forts,  I  would  be  a 
poor  fuitor  to  your  Grace  fo  I  might  vifit  her." 

"  So  foon,  EfTex  ?  ah!" 

"  At  your  Highnefs'  pleafure." 

*'  I  have  no  pleafure  in  your  abfence,  Robin." 

"  Gracious  and  dear  Lady  !" 

ElTex  kiifed  hands  again ;  and,  rifing,  withdrew  back- 
wards. Cheerful,  indeed,  was  his  fpirit  now  !  All  labour, 
all  anxiety,  all  danger,  rifk,  lofs,  was  repaid  by  the  one 
fmile  of  royalty  !  No  longer  did  the  ftep  he  had  taken  feem 
fraught  with  difficulties  :  no  doubts,  no  fears,  no  refpe6ts 
haraifed  him.  It  feemed  Uke  a  matter  of  courfe — all  had 
been  fo  fitting ;  and  the  refult  proved  that  he  was  wife. 
Elizabeth  had  liftened  to  what  alone  had  troubled  him. 
Nay,  fhe  had  feemed  to  juflify  his  conduct.  Beyond  all 
this,  he  had  once  more  made  fuggeftions  to  her  ear  un- 
favourable to  his  enemies  j  and  he  well  knew  by  experience 
how  thefe  would  work.  And  thus  elated  he  haftened  to 
prepare  himfelf  for  a  fecond  interview  he  had  been 
promifed. 

There  were  at  all  times  lodgings  ready  for  the  Lords  of 
the  Council  and  other  officers  of  the  Court :  but  the  Mailer 
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of  the  Horfe  Chambers  the  Chamberlain  had  gotten  ready 
so  foon  as  it  was  known  my  Lord  had  come. 

Now  did  the  Queen  queflion  him  upon  feveral  points,  and 
with  fcrupulous  acutenefs  \  often  making  notes  and  anfwers 
to  his  flatement.  Yet  fo  gentle  and  feemingly  confiding 
was  her  Grace,  that  Effex  becam^e  emboldened  again  to 
hint  at  thofe  ill  offices  fome  whom  he  had  left  behind  were 
capable  of  doing  him.  Her  Majefty  tried  to  reafTure  him, 
none  prefuming,  as  fhe  faid,  to  fpeak  evil  of  one  fo  dear  to 
her — at  leaft  in  hearing;  nor  did  fhe  think  but  that  his 
body,  diflempered  by  that  malicious  Ifle  (as  fhe  termed  a 
certain  part  of  her  dominions),  had  gotten  fome  crude 
phantafies  into  his  brain  that  could  not  but  thrufl  their 
noxious  fumes  into  his  poor  conceit. 


^'X^^ 
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"  Let  him  grow  aiuhiky 

His  fate  is  not  yet  ripe.      We  mujl  not  pluch 
At  all  together^  lejl  we  catch  ourfelvesP 

Sejanus  his  Fall,  aft  ii,  {q.  ii. 

E  ANWHILE  Secretary  Cecyl  fat  in  his  lodgings 
over  againfl  the  archway  of  the  Palace.  There 
were  before  him  piles  of  papers,  rolls  of  red 
ferret,  memorials,  reports,  eftimates,  accounts,  petitions, 
complaints,  informations,  pleas,  letters,  difpatches,  in  many 
tongues  and  handwritings,  cyphers  known  only  to  diplo- 
matifls,  or  unintelligible  but  to  the  writer  and  intended 
reader,  all  which  lay  about  the  room  in  mofl  admired 
diforder. 

Occafionally,  from  an  inner  clofet,  fome  cringing  fcribe 
would  bring  a  paper  he  had  indited  from  inftru6lion ;  date, 
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names  of  places  and  of  perfons,  all  in  blank.  Thefe  Mafler 
Secretary  would  anon  mofl  fecretly  fill  up. 

Another  clerk  would  fhew  his  facfimile  tranfcript,  with, 
however,  many  ingenioufly  added  paragraphs,  ill  afTorting 
with  the  early  fpirit  of  the  writing. 

Then  were  there  whifpering  and  intelligencing  by 
notable  figns,  myflerious  looks,  and  quaint  cant  terms 
paffing  among  the  employed  \  figures,  too,  mafked  and 
muffled,  might  be  feen  in  the  dark  entry,  fkulking ;  while 
ftrange  un-Englilh  forms  walked  to  and  fro  along  the 
corridor. 

Here  Sir  Robert  Cecyl  took  council  of  his  own  fpirit. 
None  could  thwart  or  contend  with  him  here.  Here  was 
he  abfolute  v  and,  with  a  ftafF  of  fworn  officials,  might  he 
not  be  emphatically  fupreme  ? 

There  v/as  more  flir  about  the  fon  than  old  Burghley 
had.  There  was  not  in  this  Secretary  the  gravity  of 
Walfingham.  Yet  with  a  gay  oflent  of  humour  could  he 
be  as  crafty  as  Sir  Francis,  as  cautious  as  his  volpone 
father. 

At  a  defk  before  him  flands  a  youth  writing  to  his 
di6lation — "  For  the  time  of  the  year  is  fo  fpent,  and  the 
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capital  traitors  cannot  be  afTayled  but  in  faftneiTes  and 
strengths,  whereby  the  Queen's  forces  are  daily  wafted." 
"  Hafl  written  ? — What  a  coil  without !  " 

"  Sooth,  your  honour  !  " 

■ "  "Write,  '  My  Lord  is  now  on  a  journey  toward  the 
Northern  frontier,  from  which  he  will  be  returned  to 
Dublin  the  29th  September  ;  and  then,  for  this  winter 
only,  place  garrifons  in  the  inner  parts  of  the  kingdom,  fo 
as,  in  my  opinion,  he  fhall  be  revoked.'      Now  conclude." 

"  To  whom  addrefs.  Sir  ?" 

"  Stay  !  add  this  :  '  His  Lordfhip,  praife  be  to  God  I  is 
yet  in  good  health  ;  and  therefore,  in  the  winter  feafon, 
it  were  not  well  to  hazard  him  in  fo  moifl  a  country. 
Enough.' " 

"  Mr.  Secretary,  the  Lord  Grey  de  Wilton  is  at  door, 
craving  an  inftant  audience  ;  '11  knock  in  prefently  !  " 

"  Say,  I  cannot  attend  his  Lordfliip  ;  I  am  now  engaged." 

"His  Lordihip  will  not  fo  be  anfwered,  Sir;  he's 
peremptory  ;  's  well  nigh  wrenched  !  " 

"  He  muft  :  I  fay  I  will  not  fee  him.  Ho  !  there, 
Mafter  Hufh  !  write,  «  Ajax  from  the  camp  telleth  how  one 
thoufand  '" 
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"  His  Lordfliip,  Sir  Robert,  is  refolved  you  fliall  admit 
him.     A  fpake  thro'  the  burfl  Grate  !  " 

"  Stay,  Clerk,  dispatch  them  to  Sir  Henry  Neville  at 
Paris  :  tie  them,  immediately.  Now,  my  good  Lord  of 
Wilton,  I  am  afhamed  to  keep  your  Lordfhip  waiting. 
But  the  Queen's  affairs  " 

"  'Tis  on  the  Queen's  affairs  I  come.  Sir  Robert." 

"  They  lie  on  me,  my  Lord,  more  " 

**  Belike  !  Belike  !  But  I  have  this  that  craves  your  care^ 
too ! " 

«  From  Ireland  ? " 

"  Marry  !  " 

"  Overthrown  ?  '* 

"  Ay  !  overthrown  himfelf !  '^ 

"  How  ?  Routed  ?     I  have  no  advice." 

"  Nay  !  and  for  that  I  fpurred  hotly  this  hot  morning. 
You  would  mar  my  heat  from  London  by  your  cold 
queffioning.     In  few,  Effex  is  now  here  !  " 

«  Here  ?  in  England  ?  " 

"  In  England  !  Ay,  marry,  if  Nonfuch  be  in  Eng- 
land!" 

"  And  I  no  note  of  his  leaving  Ireland  ! " 
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"  His  Lorddiip  is  even  now  in  the  Privy  Chamber  with 
the  Queen  !  " 

"  Could  not  this  be  helped  ?  " 

"  Not  now  !  Had  you  admitted  me  when  I  rapped  the 
ring,  he  had  been  foreftalled.  From  the  corridor  I  faw 
him  pafs  to  the  prefence  chamber,  and  anon  one  told  me 
he  was  i'  the  very  Bedchamber." 

"  I  pray  your  Lordihip  give  me  leave.  I  muft  to  her 
Grace.  I  humbly  pray  your  Lordihip  pardon  my  uncivil 
entertainment.  I  have  many  cares,  and  Httle  time  for 
bald  unjoin  ted  chat,  which  makes  me  peeviih  and  retired 
often  from  them  I  honour  moft.  Good,  my  Lord,  I  am 
eternally  bounden  to  your  Lordihip  in  this  matter.  May  I 
farther  bind  myfelf  that  your  Lordihip  vouchfafe  to  keep 
this  matter  hufhed  ?  " 

"  No  boot !  no  boot !  'Tis  known,  or  will  be  known 
anon ! " 

"  Your  Lordihip  is  o'  the  Council ;  I  pray  what  caufe  did 
the  Lord  Deputy  yield  ?  " 

"  Truly,  I  do  not  know.  He  is  no  chum  of  mine  ;  nor 
would  I  fpeak  with  him,  though  one  feemed  to  defire  it  of 
me." 
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*'  Good,  my  Lord  !  Farewell,  my  honoured  Lord  ! 
What  hoa  !  without  there  !  who's  in  attendance  ?  Hie, 
firrah,  to  Sir  Walter  Ralegh ;  commend  me  to  his  honour, 
and  crave  a  foon  conference." 

Cecyl  was,  for  once,  aback.  To  him  it  appeared  the 
wildeft  thing  imaginable  my  Lord's  return  in  fecret.  What 
caufe  ?  None  could  he  conceive.  Had  he  caught  Tyr 
Oen  ?  was  he  overthrown  ?  Why  no  notice  ?  How 
flood  it  ? 

Rapidly  did  he  revife  the  whole  courfe  of  recent  policy. 
He  re-read  each  letter  EfTex  had  written  to  himfelf,  to  the 
Lords  of  the  Council,  to  the  Queen — for  even  of  thefe 
latter  had  he  contrived  to  get  copies  taken.  Again  he 
perufed  the  feveral  inflruftions  fent  to  Ireland  j  referring 
anon  to  the  fecret  correfpondence  from  Dublin,  from  the 
camp,  nay,  from  the  very  houfehold  of  the  Earl.  Still  was 
he  at  a  lofs  to  difcover  why  Eflex  had  taken  this  ftrange 
courfe.  He  had  hardly  time  to  fhut  up  the  latter  papers 
in  a  cheft,  the  fecret  fpring  of  which  was  a  marvel  of  me- 
chanical ingenuity,  when  Sir  Walter  entered. 

The  frank  bearing  of  this  remarkable  man,  how  would 
it   at  any   time   lull   the   fufpicion    even    of    his   avowed 
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enemies  !  "  My  good  friend  Ralegh,"  you  fay  incon- 
tinently: yet  he  is  no  fuch  thing  the  while.  Common 
obfervers,  who  be  no  obfervers  at  all,  are  at  once  off  their 
ward.  His  animated  countenance  affureth  the  flranger. 
Changes  pafs  acrofs  his  face  exa<5lly  correfponding  to  the 
fentiment  he  will  utter.  Oh,  his  abundant  gaiety  of 
humour  !  Oh,  his  ready  wit !  And,  the  gravity  which  can 
fupport  thofe  wife  faws  with  which  he  powders  his  con- 
verfation  ! 

Cecyl  was  not  his  match  in  dilTimulation,  though  well 
ufed  to  deal  with  him.  Cecyl  was  afraid  of  him,  cower- 
ing as  beneath  a  fuperior  mind :  for  in  great  thoughts 
Ralegh  was  great ;  Cecyl  was  altogether  wanting.  In  petty 
things — in  intrigues  and  plots,  Emulations  and  cajollings 
— Sir  Walter  ftill  had  the  better  of  Sir  Robert.  Either 
hated  the  other  utterly,  intenfely ;  but  the  adventurous 
difcoverer  defpifed  the  Secretary  of  State.  Ralegh  was 
not  of  the  Privy  Council ;  yet  none  knew  better  the  Queen's 
fayings  and  opinions.  To  obtain  an  infight  into  them, 
and  it  may  be,  through  the  fame  channel,  to  fugged  his 
own  views  to  the  Royal  clofet,  the  Minifter  courted  Sir 
Walter's   favour.      As  a  means   to   have  his   grants  and 
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patents  sealed,  Ralegh  made  believe  he  was  friendly  with 
Sir  Robert. 

After  the  leg,  nervous  and  impatient  on  the  one  part, 
courteous  to  a  proverb  on  the  other,  the  latter  without  ado 
broacheth  the  matter  in  hand. 

'^  So  my  Lord  of  EfTex  hath  returned." 

«  Ay!" 

"  How  ?     I  thought  it  fecret !  " 

"  'Tis.  Yet  I  knew  it.  This  time.  Sir  Walter,  the  van- 
tage is  mine,  eh  ?  " 

"  Know'fl  where  he  is  ?  " 

"  With  the  Queen  !  " 

«  Again  ? " 

"  And  again.  Sir  Walter  !  allow  I'm  not  indebted." 

"  Trow'A  what  fetched  him  home  ?  " 

«  Not  I." 

«  Then  fliall  I  tell  you.  Defpite  the  Queen's  command 
he  hath  patched  up  a  defperate  truce.  Tyr  Oen  hath 
baffled  him,  as  we  all  knew  he  would  :  the  fool !  His 
army,  wafted  or  difbanded,  he  difcharged  i'  the  face  o'  the 
enemy.  A  pretty  general !  By  the  Lord,  Ireland  is  loft 
— or    will   be  :    and  my   acres,  which    (confound  him  !) 
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he  ^o  boifteroully  bid  me  go  plant — they  are  gone, 
too  !  " 

"News,  indeed,  Sir  Walter!" 

"  Unwelcome." 

"  No  comfort  in't  ?  " 

«  Cold  comfort." 

"  Say  he  hath  overihot  himfelf  ?  " 

"  Damn  him  !  " 

"  Firft  his  father's  Baronies  of  Donemain  and  Clonkarel, 
his  feignories  of  Clandeboy  and  Fermoy,  they  are  loft  to 
him.  Then  all  his  eftates  in  England  are  in  pledge.  He  is 
heavily  in  debt.  His  few  honours  bring  in  lefs  pay  than  his 
houfehold  cofl" 

"  Is  he  fo  defperate  ?  " 

"  Ay,  that  monopoly  of  fweet  wines  fhortly  ending  " 

"  Wilt  back  me  for  it,  Secretary  ?  " 


"  'Tis  polTible  her  Grace,  well  managed,  fhall  not  grant 

him  a  renewal." 

«  Well,  what  makefl  of  all  this  .?  to  what  end  ?  " 

"  Why,  could  we  pluck  him  to  fome  prefent   fhame, 

{hewing  her  Grace  how,  by  his   difobedience,  he  hath  loft 

Ulfler  " 
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«  'Tis  not  loft  yet." 

"  Ay,  but  we  ihall  fo  work  to  make  it  feem  probable' 

"  Ohj  'twill  not  fuit !     Her  Grace  is  reconciled." 

«  Nay .? " 

"  Yea,  I  %  !  " 


"  Leave  me  to  work  it ;  Sir  Walter,  you  fhall  fecond  me." 

"  Shall  I  have  the  fweet  wines  ? " 

"  They  are  not  mine  to  give." 

"  Do  I  need  to  know  that  ?  Shall  I  have  your  word  with 
her  Grace  when  the  patent  falls — eh  ? " 

"  You  know  my  ever  moving  will  towards  you.  Sir 
Walter." 

"  Stead  me  well  in  the  matter  of  the  Barony,  did'fl  not  ? " 

"  'Twas  not  in  me  to  do  more.  I  did  move  her  Grace — 
I  did,  verily." 

"  Shall  I,  or  not,  have  thefe  fweet  wines,  eh  ? — the  word ! " 

«  Well,  yea  !  " 

"  Then  have  with  you  on  this  venture  !  Fail  me  not. 
Sir  Secretary." 

«  Have  I  ever  ?  " 

"  See  to't !  The  engineer  hath  been  hoifl  with  his  own 
petar  afore  now — fee  to  it '  " 
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"  I  know  not  your  gibe,  Sir  Admiral :  on  my  falvation,  I 
am  true  to  you  !  " 

«  Well !  " 

"  Now,  good  Sir  Walter,  what  brought  the  Earl  home  ? " 

'*  Marry,  to  have  firft  words  with  the  Queen." 

«  Ay ! " 

"  To  get  her  pardon,  though  he  confefled  no  wrong 
doing :  to  fugar  his  lips  with  the  fweet  tafte  of  her  Grace's 
hands  ere  he  gave  account  of  his  ftewardfhip — eh  ?  That's 
my  Lord's  policy,  bah  !  It  was  fome  time  Leicefter's,  too, 
bah!" 

"  Was  he  received  gracioully  ?  " 

"  How  elfe  ?  I  fcarce  had  left  the  Bedchamber,  that  her 
Majefly  might  rife,  when  in  my  Lord  rufhes,  wild,  and  be- 
grimed with  mud.  The  fhrieking  ladies  fled  incontinently. 
Even  the  tirewoman  at  motion  of  her  Grace  left  him  alone." 

«  What  faid  he,  trow'fl  ?  " 

Sir  Walter's  eye  met  Sir  Robert's.  The  one  knew  that 
the  other  would  fl:and  behind  the  arras,  whilft ;  the  other 
was  'ware  that  his  ufe  was  known.  Yet  you  can  fee  'twas 
not  a  matter  to  be  allowed  of,  nor  would  a  difcreet  man 
like  Ralegh  lay  roundly  that  he,  her  Majefty's  Captain  of 
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the  Guard,  (landing  fecretly  behind  the  Arras  i'  the  privy 
chamber,  heard  fuch  and  fuch  things,  faw  fuch  and  fuch. 
'Twould  not  be  fit  nor  feemly,  would  it  ?  So  Sir  Walter 
looketh  coldly  on  Sir  Robert,  as  who  fhould  fay,  "  Ah  ! 
you  think  I'll  tell  you  !  "  and  Sir  Robert,  flinching  a  little, 
feemed  to  fay,  "  I  know  you  will  not  tell,  Mafler  Dif- 
coverer,  but  I  ihould  like  to  read  off  the  tables  of  your 
countenance  at  this  jun6lure." 

Yet  'twas  nought  j  Ralegh's  face  was  as  blank  as  the 
Atlantic  Ocean  in  a  Chart  ere  the  augmentation  of  the  In- 
dies j  and  the  Secretary  feemed  baffled  like  a  hunted  hare 
that  turns  to  the  dogs.  So  the  fubjeft  was  changed,  as 
moft  convenient. 

"  Sir  Walter,  I  may  make  bold  with  you  to  put  it  to  her 
Majefly  to  give  me  fpeedy  audience." 

"So!  when?" 

"  Immediately  the  Earl  fliall  leave  her." 

"  He  goeth  again,  having  fhifted :  but  I'll  give  you  no- 
tice." 

«  Thanks,  good  Sir  Walter." 

"  Stay,  Mafter  Secretary,  what  line  of  policy  (hall  we 
purfue  ? " 
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«  How— policy  ? " 

'^^  I  mean  what  colour  fhall  we  give  this  matter  ? " 

**  Ay,  true  !     Is't  known  the  EarPs  returned  ? " 

^«  By  this,  no  doubt." 

"  Then  fay  he  is  returned." 

<«  But  would  you  not  hint  at  the  caufe— at  the  ef- 
fea  ? " 

«  What  caufe— what  effecl— Sir  Walter  ?  " 

*'  Why,  that  he  came  to  be  the  bearer  of  his  own  intelli- 
gence " 

"  That  you  may  fafely  fay." 

<«  That  he  had  made  fuch  and  fuch  treaty  ? " 

«  Ay  !  fuch  and  fuch." 

"  That  he  hath  parleyed  with  her  Grace,  and  been 
countenanced  in  his  difobedience  ?  " 

"  You  know  not  that." 

"  Well,  I  have  a  fhrewd  fufpicion  on't." 

"  'Twill  be  more  fafer  not  to  vent  fufpicions." 

"  Nay  !  but  roundly  ftate  fome  ftray  fpicy  fa(fts :  draw 
our  folemn  inftances  :  charge  him  with  known  mifdoings 
and  fhortcomings — our  reafons  upon  that,  too :  bring  him 
to  bay  :  anger  him  " 
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''  The  Queen  would  filence  us,  Sir  Walter." 

"  Nay,  Sir  !  I  take  it  now's  the  very  time  to  fpread 
abroad  her  Grace  is  little  pleafured  at  his  a6lion :  that  'tis 
like  his  four  relation  will  breed  fome  ficknefs  to  his  fortunes." 

"  And  why  ?  " 

"  Haft  not  learned  'tis  the  way  to  put  it  to  her  Grace  ?  " 

"  Ha,  Sir  Walter  !  " 

"  She  fliall  caft  about  to  find  in  her  an  it  be  fo :  fhe 
fhall  hint  darkly  to  one  I  wot  on :  he  ftiall,  as  if  blindly, 
touch  it  off,  as  thus — Should  a  fubjeft  with  fuch  and  fuch 
charge,  do  fuch  and  fuch  things  ?  and  the  anfwer,  *  No 
fubjeft  that  meant  to  be  a  fubjeft ' You  underftand  ? " 

«Ay  ! " 

"  That  laft  word,  *  meant  to  be  a  fubjeft,'  fhall  breed 
talk,  I  warrant  ye." 

"  And  to  what  end,  good  Sir  Walter  ? " 

"  'Zooks,  Sir  Secretary,  I  thought  I'd  carried  you  along 
with  me  !  " 

"  I— Sir  Knight !  " 

Ralegh  withdrew,  Cecyl  fpread  his  papers  for  the  Council, 
which  he  willed  (hould  be  holden  that  afternoon.  Anon 
he  is  fummoned  to  attend  the  Queen.     His  was  not  that 
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pompous  dignity  of  old  Burghley,  nor  the  melancholy  cau- 
tion of  Walfmgham.  Her  Grace  treated  him  accordingly  : 
none  knew  better  than  fhe  the  meafure  of  her  man.  Wit- 
nefs  alfo  how  fhe  treateth  Mailer  Francis  ! 

Humbly  on  his  knees  Mafter  Secretary  prayeth  forgive- 
nefs  for  that  he  had  not  foretold  the  Earl's  return.  He 
would,  he  vouched,  have  taken  her  Grace's  pleafure  in  the 
matter,  or  utterly  prevented  it. 

"  Go  to,  Sir  Conjurer  !  Eflex  is  not  one  your  mef- 
fengers  fhall  compafs.  *  Prevent,'  quotha  !  Marry,  an  you 
had  prevented  him  you  fhould  have  found  Us  in  our 
fmock  ! " 

"  Your  gracious  Majefty,  I  do  fear  me  the  noble  Earl 
hath  much  abufed  your  fweet  and  compliant  favour." 

"  Th'  abufe  is  in  the  adf  or  in  the  receiving  on't.  Here 
'tis  none  of  either.     What  make  you  here,  Sir  Robert  ? " 

"  Moft  gracious  madam,  your  Majefty  hath  put  upon  me 
folemn  trufts  " 

"  We  know  what  weight  we  have  put  on,  and  the 
flrength  of  your  back,  Sir  Robert !  Go  to  with  your  folemn 
trufts  and  your  crooked  back  !  " 

"  Your  Highnefs  " 
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"  What's  i'  the  air,  man  ?  To  the  matter.  Briefly,  or 
dinner  will  choke  thy  utterance." 

"  Madam,  the  firft  principle  of  Government " 

"  Go  to,  muft  we,  to  that  ?  On,  fir,  to  the  matter  !  Our 
royal  father's  principles  will  do  for  us  •,  come  we  to  the 
bufmefs,  or  ha'  done  !  " 

"  Then,  madam,  as  obedience  is  the  duty  of  the  fubje^l,  I 
do  humbly  (on  my  duty)  prefent  that  my  Lord  of  EfFex, 
whom  I  grieve  to  name  in  fuch  " 

"Well,  fir!" 

"  Was  forbidden  ftriftly  to  return  from  Ireland." 

"  Ay !  ay !  when  we  were  in  readinefs  for  the 
Spaniard." 

"  But  the  injunftion  was  perpetual,  without  fpecial 
licence." 

"  Can  we  not  give  licence  fpecially,  then,  Mafler  Robert  ? " 

"  Pardon,  gracious  !  I  knew  not ! " 

"  Then  what  elfe  do  you  obje6l  to  the  Earl — eh  ? " 

"  If  your  Majefty  be  fo  refolved  the  Council  muft  be 
fatisfied  ;  yet  I  fear  me  'twill  be  an  evil  precedent " 

"  Precedent  of  what  ?" 

"  Difobedience,  an  it  like  your  Grace  ! " 
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**  It  doth  not  like  my  Grace  !  'Swound,  Sir  Robert,  will 
you  make  your  Council  and  your  precedents  bugs  to  fright 
us  from  our  royal  will  ?" 

"  Nay,  gracious  madam  !  Your  Highnefs,  I  have  heard 
my  venerated  father  fay,  rules  but  by  precedent  and  council." 

"  Body  o'  me,  our  Secretary  will  be  our  monitor  !  Ha, 
firrah  !  are  we  not  Queen  and  fovereign  of  thefe  realms  by 
right  hereditary  from  our  royal  anceflors  ?  Methinks  thou 
hafl  clapped  new  notions  into  thy  crabbed,  conceited  pate. 
Go  to,  fir  !  take  phyfic :  learn  to  be  humble :  fubjeft 
like!  Ha!" 

"  Mofl  gracious  madam,  you  do  much  mifconftrue  me." 

*'  We  hope  fo,  Mafter  Secretary  !     Purge  thyfelf !  " 

«  Yet " 

"  Yet  me  no  yets,  Sir  Robert !  To  the  matter,  or  ha' 
done." 

"  Then  your  Highnefs,  by  virtue  of  your  INIajefty's 
favour  in  me  unworthily  repofed  (yet  moil  gracioully  be- 
ftowed),  I  would  entreat  this  matter  be  referred  to  the 
Counc'd." 

"  What — this  of  the  EarPs  return  ?" 
"  Yes,  an  't  like  your  Grace  ! " 
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"  It  liketh  me  not :  yet  fliall  you  have  your  way. 
Precedent  and  Council,  eh  ?  Forfooth,  much  !  You  fhall 
not  go  to't  bitterly,  Sir  Robert,  nor  with  prejudice.  Hear'fl  ? 
What's  the  gift  o'  your  charge  ?" 

"Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  I  would  enquire  of  the  Earl 
wherefore  he  returned  from  Ireland  unbidden  ? " 
"  Good  !  'tis  anfwered,  and  we  know't." 
«  Then  why  his  Lordfhip  did  exceed  his  powers  i'  the 
treaty  with  Tyr  Oen  ?" 

"  Well  ? — we  are  informed." 

"  Venturing  to  leave  that  tottering  ftate  i'  the  govern- 
ment of  the  Lords  Juftices  ?" 

"  'Twas  not  well  done  :  yet  not  much  amifs,  feeing 
they  held  that  power  many  months  ere  EfTex  went 
there." 

«  Cruelly  executing  Sir  H.  Harrington's  men  ?" 

"  No  doubt  he'll  anfwer  it !  EfFex  is  no  tyrant !  What 
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"  Is  your  Majefty  content  the  Earl  brave  your  Highnefs' 
prerogative  i'  the  matter  of  fo  many  Knights  ?" 
«  How  many  dubbed  he  now  ?  " 
«  Not  lefs  than  fixty,  as  I  hear." 
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"  Body  o'  me  !  'Tis  well  he  built  his  Almfhoufes  ere 
he  made  his  Knights  :  fo  fhall  he  have  houfe-room  for 
them  !  " 

"  'Twas  irrefpe(5live  of  the  Royal  prerogative." 

"  Nay,  We  allowed  of  fome  !  " 

"  True,  gracious  !  But,  in  the  excefs,  'twill  bring  the 
noble  order  to  contempt  " 

"  Then,  by  the  wounds We'll  hack  their  laquered 

fpurs  from  off  their  peafant  heels  !  " 

"  Madam,  that  may  not  be  !  " 

"  Not  be,  firrah — not  be  !  Is  there  no  precedent  ?  'Tis 
not  for  the  Council  that !  'Tis  our  prerogative,  as  you 
call  it — eh  ?  " 

"  True,  Royal  madam  !  Yet,  i'  the  opinion  of  the 
world  " 

"  Marry,  that  !  Are  we  amenable  to  the  opinion  of  the 
world  ?     Go  to,  firrah — your  world  !  " 

«  Your  Majefty  !  " 

"  Anfwer  me  that.  Sir  Robert.     Anfwer  me  that !  " 

"  Your  moil:  gracious  and  mod  mighty  Majefty  is 
advifed  in  the  matter  more  better  than  your  poor  Secretary 
and  humble  fervant !  " 
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"  Go  to  !  A  fig  for  your  opinion  o'  the  world  !  A  fig, 
I  fliy  !  " 

"  Yet,  gracious  Madam  " — 

<'  We  are  not  fo  lewdly  given  as  care  for  the  opinion  of 
the  world  !     Ha  !  " 

"  Yet,  Madam,  fuffer  me  to  fay  your  Council  will  be 
judged  i'  the  matter.  'Twill  be  faid  the  Earl's  enemies 
moved  it  in  ipleen.  'Twas  never  known  that  Sovereigns 
took  thofe  honours  off  they  or  their  fubftitutes  put  on 
but  on  attainder." 

"  By  God's  paffion,  you  are  i'  th'  right,  Sir  Robert  ? 
We  will  have  this  dubbing  limited  to  oarfelves,  or  foon 
'twill  become  tag,  rag,  cut,  and  bobtail  ;  and  in  the  interval 
will  fbundly  rate  the  gracious  Earl.  Body  o'  me,  but  he 
is  right  Royal  as  ourfelves,  with  his  Thomas  of  Woodftock 
blood — much  !  We  roufi:  take  order  on'*t  left  he  grow 
too  high,  and  overtop  the  monarch  of  the  woods. 
Ha!" 

"  'Tis  my  conftant  fear,  moft  Royal  lady.'* 

"  You— you  fear  it !     Doft  fear  it,  Cecyl  ?     Ha  !  " 

"In  all  fincerity,  and  in  much  grief,  moft  gracious 
Queen  1 " 
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"  What  inftance,  fir  ?  Quick  !  Quick  !  Speak,  and  at 
once  ! " 

"  Madam,  thofe  things  I  have  rehearfed." 

"  What  elfe  ?     Come  \  no  refer vation,  fir  !  " 

"  His  peremptorinefs  in  the  Council — his  facSlion  amongft 
the  Lords — his  favour  with  the  people — his  often  courting 
military  men — his  covetoufnefs  of  armies" 

"Ha!" 

"  Your  Highnefs  Ihall  call  to  mind  when  York  from 
Ireland  " 

"  Leave  us  now,  Sir  Robert.     Begone,  I  fay  !  " 

*'  Hereford  from  banifhment" 

"Begone!"  : 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

*'  Let  us  condemn  hitUy  tread  him  down  in  water 
While  he  doth  lie  upon  the  bank  J* 

Sejanus  his  Fall,  act  v.  ^c.  x. 

HE  ArchangePs  feaft  and  commemoration  of 
the  Armado  being  on  the  morrow,  Tarleton, 
now  old  and  motley-minded,  conceiveth  that 
my  Lord  cometh  as  the  Goofe,  to  be  plucked  by  their 
Lordjfhips  of  the  Council.  One  emulous  of  his  place  faith 
with  a  gleek,  "  Thou  fhalt  be  Lord  Envoy  for  thy  lavoury 
jefl,"  and  with  that  tears  the  poor  fool's  calf-fkin,  and  had 
gone  well  nigh  to  pull  his  cap  and  bells  over  his  head. 

"  Prythee,  vent  thy  folly  farther  off,  and  be  naught 
awhile,"  quoth  a  pantler ;  for  'twas  befide  the  Mailer  of 
the  Horfe's  table  this  chanced.  My  Lord,  it  coming  to  his 
ear,  comforteth  Richard  with  a  Cup  o'  Sack,  and  a  "  How 
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do'ft,  man  ? "  to  which  he,  in  a  filly  vein  (his  mind  ftill 
hammering  on  the  feafon) — 

"  I'd  fain  fee  your  Lordfhip,"  quoth  he,  "  triumphing 
over  your  enemies,  like  S.  Michael  i'  the  painted  cloth 
yonder,  an  I  might  live  to  it ;  for  there  be  fome  here  crooked 
enow  for  the  Devil's  tail  in  a  pageaunt." 

And  there  was  a  merry  laugh,  and  a  fly  joke,  for  the 
fool's  bolt  maketh  a  whirr  ;  and  none  can  anfwer  a  fool 
but  according  to  his  folly.  In  his  own  element  the  jefter 
hath  the  vantage  of  the  wife  man,  as  your  fmall  crab  pulled 
the  big  fox  under  water  i'  the  fable. 

And  EITex  was  in  high  fpirits,  eating  freely,  as  was  his 
wont,  but  talking  more  than  was  ufual  with  him,  having 
William  and  his  friends  befide  him.  And  the  officers  of 
the  Court  who,  of  ufe,  dined  at  my  Lord's  table,  aflced  of 
Ireland,  and  of  their  progrefs  through  thofe  parts,  and  of 
the  people  \  and  the  Earl  fhewed  them  of  thofe  matters 
liefly,  fpeaking  of  the  true  noblenefs  and  hofpitality  of 
fome :  to  wit,  the  great  Earl  of  Ormonde,  and  the  Lord 
Le  Poer  of  Curraghmore ;  and  the  Earls  of  Kaldare  and 
Clan  Richard ;  and  how  they  and  the  higher  fort  equalled 
in  civility  our  Engliih  gentles,  furpaffing  them  often  in  wit 
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and  capability.  And  then  my  Lord  craved  notice  for  the 
Lord  Dunkellin,  whom,  he  faid,  was  of  defcent  from 
Charlemagne,  and  for  the  valiant  Sir  Chrifkopher,  whofe 
fword  was  yet  refllefs  in  its  fcabbard. 

But  the  Queen's  Grace  was  ferved  in  a  privy  chamber, 
over  againil  the  hall ;  and,  as  was  the  manner,  her  food 
was  upon  the  board,  carved,  tailed,  and  then  with  great 
ftate  and  found  of  trumpets  by  the  Yeomen  of  the  Guard 
carried  within.  And  the  Captain,  Sir  Walter  Ralegh, 
flood  behind  the  chair,  half  armed,  having  a  breafl  and 
back  plate  of  polifhed  fteel,  chafed  and  enamelled  ;  his  hat 
low,  broad,  and  jauntily  fet  •,  his  doublet  lleeves  and  fhort 
breeches,  puffed  and  trufled  in  the  extremeft  fafhion,  of  a 
pale  grafs  green  ;  his  nether  focks  reaching  half  way  up  the 
thigh,  white,  the  Tudor  colours.  He  is  in  favour  and 
in  hopes. 

Her  Majefty  was  filent,  not  to  fay  choleric ;  grudging 
at  her  meat.  The  mutton  was  over-roafl,  the  pullets  had 
been  ill  fattened,  too  much  fpice  here,  too  few  herbs 
there — tliis  and  that  difh  were  fome  way  or  other  fpoiled. 
The  butter  in  the  pafly  was  rancid :  the  faffron  in  the 
warden  pie  was  mouldy.     Here  and  there  the  cooks  had 
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failed  in  their  care  and  duty.  Such  things  have  taken 
place  time  out  o'  mind  in  other  than  royal  kitchens. 

And,  dinner  being  now  over,  ElTex's  friends,  fmding  him 
content,  leave  him  \  following  their  own  pleafure.  Wil- 
liam rode  oiF  for  Chenies.  Sir  Thomas  mufed  that  he 
had  eaten  at  the  table  of  a  Tudor  fovereign  :  but  let  that 
pafs. 

And  my  Lord  was  very  cheerful  •,  fhaking  hands  with 
men  of  lower  condition,  fmiling  and  laughing  anon,  as  few 
had  feen  him  for  a  while  paft.  And  meeting  Rowland 
White,  welcoming  him,  afketh  after  Sir  Robert  Sidney  : 
fending  his  hearty  commendadons,  and  a  word  that  he 
would  be  fain  to  content  fo  honourable  a  gentleman. 

Anon  Cometh  a  change.  The  fmall  cloud,  no  bigger 
than  a  man's  hand,  rifeth  on  the  horizon.  It  waxeth. 
The  heavens  be  black.     A  great  ftorm  is  toward  ! 

Her  Grace  had  been  difturbed  that  morning  ere  fhe 
had  broken  fafl :  flie  had  had  hot  arguments — angry 
motions  :  fhe  had  to  await  her  dinner  half-an-hour  at  the 
leafl:.  Unwonted  events  had  ftirred  her  humours.  The 
meat  ill  cooked  had  been  worfe  difgefled.  You  fhall  note 
it  in   the  anxious    afpe6l    of  the   royal  countenance,   her 
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pinched  mouth,  her  coloured  nofe,  her  dull  eye.  And  the 
infinuation  of  Ralegh,  dropped  promifcuouily  on  the  ear, 
and  the  meafured  remonftrance  of  Cecyl,  had  been  better 
carried  into  the  royal  mind  than  her  food  into  the  royal 
blood  :  and  fhe  fed  on  the  unwholefome  counfel.  Where- 
fore the  fpirit  of  the  Queen  turned  from  confidence  to  dif- 
truft,  from  fatisfaftion  to  fufpicion  :  and  the  form  of  her 
countenance  changed  towards  the  Earl  of  Eflex,  other- 
wife  than  it  had  ever  been  before ;  and  fhe  allowed  of  a 
Council  to  be  holden,  enjoy ning  my  Lord  at  his  peril  to 
attend  it,  and  to  anfwer  on  interrogatories. 

So  the  Council  met  that  very  afternoon,  giving  my 
Lord  no  while  to  refl.  And,  though  there  were  few  Lords 
prefent,  Mafter  Secretary  wrote  haftily  to  London  for  fuch 
others  (of  his  party)  as  would  fpeed.  Effex  was  content ; 
holding  it  but  jufl:  that  my  Lords,  who  had  appointed  and  di- 
refted  him  in  that  exploit,  fhould  now  receive  account  of  his 
proceedings.  So,  nothing  loath,  he  opened  himfelf  to  them 
after  his  wont  \  laying  bare  his  very  thoughts,  and  telling 
them  fuch  things  as  had  been  inconvenient  in  the  writing. 
Thus,  fatisfied  of  the  Queen's  good-will  toward  him, 
confcious   of  his   own  integiity,  and  believing  that  fuch 
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meritorious  adtions  would  be  taken  in  good  part  by  the 
major  fort  of  their  Lordfhips,  he  brought  to  the  board 
even  his  notes  and  memoranda,  offering  them  fairly  to 
their  cenfure. 

Oh,  'tis  a  fad  thing  in  this  bitter  world  that  plain  dealing 
Ihould  entice  men  to  fufpeft  that  fomething  lies  behind  ! 
That  there  fhould  be  fo  few  who  will  not  circumvent  the 
fimple  heart !  Thus  the  Earl's  fenfe  of  honefty  of  purpofe 
obfcured  from  his  forefight  the  fa6l  that  a  very  different 
view  might  be  taken  of  his  condu6l ;  that  even  his  bell: 
friends  might  fairly  queftion  the  expedience  of  his  a6ls  ;  and 
that  matters,  though  in  themfelves  but  trifling,  might 
afTume  graver  proportions  when  accumulated.  Had  Effex 
held  himfelf  on  the  defenfivej  awaiting  the  proof  of  every 
charge ;  anfwering  fl:ri(5lly  and  no  more  to  each  queftion  as 
it  came — his  enemies  would  have  had  no  hold  againfl  him ; 
his  friends  could  have  fupported  him  ;  the  Queen  would  have 
been  fatisfied,  and  carping  fpirits  fdenced  or  confounded. 
It  was  the  very  effence  of  my  Lord's  character  to  bring 
forward  no  defence  whatever.  For  what  had  he  wrongly 
done  ?  "Why  fhould  he  contemplate  thofe  hoftile  charges 
who  was  confcious   of  no  mifdoings  ?     But  thus  he  laid 
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himfelf  naked  to  his  adverfaries.     For  before  them  lay  his 
plans,   his   difappointments,   his    hopes,  his    lofTes ;    happy 
accidents,  unexpected  failures :  all  he  had  prepared,  all  he 
had  carried  out,  feemed  to  fome  nothing  to  what  he  had 
failed  in.     And  you  would  not  blame  the  general  who  on 
the  field,  in  the  face  of  an  enemy,  fnould  have  fome  fchemes 
and  plots  other  than  he  had  before  communicated  home  or 
been    directed    thence  ?        You    would     not     rate    that 
Governour  who,  under  fhifting  circumftances,  varied  thofe 
rules  he  had  himfelf  laid  down,  or  had  authority  to  change  ? 
Yet  here  was  the  cafe.     From  the   whole   of  my  Lord's 
Tables  and  his  Anfwers,  Mafter  Secretary  had  little  ado  to 
frame    fuch    reprefentation  of  the  fafts   as,  on  a  farther 
interview,    convinced   the    Queen    that    the  Earl  had  not 
only    pafTed    his    warrant,    but    contravened   her    pofitive 
injun6lions.     That  he  had  not  only  not  accomplifhed  the 
obje<5f  of  his  miffion,  but  left  matters  in  a  worfe  ftate  than 
he  had  found  them.     Then  (as  a  fine  flroke)  that  the  Lord 
General  had  caufed  her  Majefty  great  and  unneedful  out- 
lay of  money   and    ammunition,  and  much  lofs  of  men : 
that  while  impoverifhing  the  Exchequer  he  had  left  it  (and 
by  his  own  fhewing)  on  the  minds  of  the  Irilh  people,  that 
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notwithilanding  fiich  excels  of  blood  and  treafure  fpent, 
her  Highnefs's  armies  were  incapable  of  fubdueing  even  the 
one  province  of  Ulfter  ;  and  that  the  rebels  had  difcovered, 
by  my  Lord's  mifcondufl:,  how  eafy  was  it  to  fpend  and  eat 
out  her  troops  by  delays,  or  cajole  her  commanders  by 
hollow  and  unmeaning  treaties.  Then  (as  a  fpur  or  goad  to 
her  Grace's  jealoufy)  he  artfully  fhewed  that  EfTex,  both  as 
General  and  Deputy  of  the  Kingdom,  had  exercifed  himfelf 
in  vain  pomp  and  fhewy  progrefTes,  feaftings  and  vifitings 
among  the  nobles ;  that  he  had  been  as  exceffive  in  punifh- 
ing  the  foldiers  as  he  had  been  laviih  in  rewarding  the 
officers.  Recapitulating,  and  with  emphafis,  the  fums  of 
money  fent  to  him,  the  numbers  of  men  on  the  mufter 
rolls  :  noting  the  brief  period  of  the  Campaign  and  the 
utter  failure  of  its  objecl:.  "  Your  Majefly,"  he  concluded, 
"  may  thank  Heaven,  who  hath  in  this  prefent  and  I  truft 
ever  will  protect  you,  that  the  Connaught  army  was  over- 
thrown, and  that  the  hot  Earl  was  inapt  to  cope  withal  with 
Tyr  Oen ;  for,  had  he  fucceeded  in't,  I  folemnly  proteft 
before  God  and  his  holy  angels  and  your  Highnefs,  I  do 
believe  it  was  his  motion  to  have  returned  hither  with  more 
men  at  his  heels  than  came  with  him  this  morning ;  and 
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for  that  matter  with  more  than  went  out  with  him  in  the 
Spring  ! " 

"  Sir  Robert !  " 

"  Upon  my  falvation,  gracious  Madam,  I  do  take  it." 

"  We  do  mifdoubt  it  much  ! " 

"  Praife  be  to  Heaven  'tis  not  in  ifTue :  nor  now  in  pof- 
fibility  !  Yet  'twas  a  fpice  of  his  prefumption  fo  to  thrufl 
himfelf  unbidden  into  your  Highnefs'  clofet." 

"  Enough  !  Enough  !  'Twas  rude  and  unmannerly  :  yet 
of  that  we  are  the  judge,  Sir  Secretary  !" 

"  The  form  o'  the  thing  " 

"  Out,  man  !  We  were  fpeaking  !  Begone  ! " 

Humbled  not  a  little,  and  put  out  by  this  abrupt  ending 
to  a  path  on  which  he  had  believed  himfelf  to  be  gaining 
ftep  by  il:ep  on  the  Qu^een's  humour,  Cecyl  hurried  to  his 
lodging,  and  remained  a-brooding  over  the  paft  fcenes  of 
the  day,  and  this  unfeemly  check  to  his  plans.  For  there 
were  plans  in  his  mind  now.  Plans  of  a  decided  form,  and 
with  a  definite  objeft.  Once  was  it  only  that  jealous 
driving  for  office  which  all  minlflers  of  ftate  experience : 
then  it  became  a  thwarting  for  thwarting  fake,  and  becaufe 
he,  a  poor  Secretary,  could  vex  and  countervail  a  great  Earl. 
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Now  had  he  an  end.  Clear  and  Iharp  did  the  outline  rile 
before  his  imagination  as  he  fat  alone  in  the  twylight.  Oh, 
for  the  morrow's  Council !  His  own  party  would  be  there 
in  flrength.  The  weaknefs  (as  he  held  it)  of  EiTex's 
chara6ler  would  eke  on  the  matter.  Would  he  not  make 
more  difclofures  ?  His  depofitions  of  to-day  could  they 
not  be  fo  put  on  paper  as  (getting  his  allowance  through  his 
overfight)  to  ftrain  him  farther  prefently  ? 

Then  could  he  not  make  out  a  ftronger  cafe  than  he  now 
had  ?  Could  he  not  reprefent  matters  in  a  more  pofitive  and 
tangible  form  than  they  yet  affumed  ? 

The  Clerks  had  all  gone :  the  offices  were  clofed.  A 
ftray  fentinel  paced  the  corridor.  The  drowfy  hum  of  the 
guard  below  came  ever  anon  to  break  the  filence. 

A  known  knock  at  the  ring.  The  Secretary  himfelf 
letteth  in  Sir  Walter  Ralegh. 

"  The  Queen's  in  dudgeon,"  quoth  he. 

"  Heaven  forefend  ! " 

«  What  faid'fl  that  angered  her  ?" 

"  I  ?" 

«  Ay." 

"  Naught." 

VOL.  III.  P 
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"Naught!  fofhefaid.     Naught!  Sir  Secretary's  naught; 
thefe  were  her  words  ! " 

«  Sooth  ?  good  Sir  Walter  !" 

"  Sooth  !    Ay,   footh   and  be  hanged  !    what  faid'ft  to 
anger  her  ?" 

"  I  did  but  fpeak  whilft  her  Highnefs  paufed,  thinking 
fhe  had  made  an  end :  when,  lo  !  fhe  ftamped,  crying  on 
my  ill  manners,  and  bade  me  begone." 
"That  all?" 
"  On  my  lalvation  all ! " 

"  What  i'  the  name  of  all  the  devils  brought  you  there 
again?" 

"  'Twas  a  matter  o'  the  Council." 

"  By  my  troth,  Td  as  lief  not  be  among  the  number  of 
the  wife,  as  of  your  honourable  Privy  Council !  The  Earl 
being  fo  received  :  her  Grace  pleafured  with  the  toy  of  his 
return,  and  you  to  dafh  it  with  your  meddlefomenefs  !  Out, 
out,  for  a  politician !  Fie,  fie  !  You  fhould  have  let  it  work  a 
while — ferment — rife  ;  not  ftir  it  o'  the  fudden — wort,  fcum 
and  all !  After  a  while  her  Grace  would  have  faved  your 
care — got  tired  of  her  bauble,  queftioned  his  mifcondudl, 
flouted  him,  rated  him  •,  roufed  her,  nay,  chafed  herfelf  into 
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a  rage  againft  him  :  then  Sir  Robert,  fhould  you,  a  pru- 
dent politician  (look  you)  have  ftood  like  a  notable  fkinker, 
drawing  off  the  clear  liquor  of  my  Lord's  achievements  with 
what  froth  you  pleafed,  and  making  the  moil  of  the  lees 
of  his  evil  doings.'* 

"  Indeed,  Sir  Walter,  it  had  been  better  h.'^ 

"  Beware,  I  fay,  of  too  faff  treading  !  Either  you  fhall 
trip  (being  unfteady  o'  feet  yourfelf),  or  he  you  chafe  fhall, 
by  a  fhort  cut,  give  you  leave  to  go  bye." 

"  Would  you  not  have  the  Council  fit  upon  the  cafe  ? " 

"  I've  naught  with  your  Council !  But  this  :  the  lefs  you 
l\ir  the  more  fure  is  that  end  to  come  you  mofl  defire ; 
*  verbum  fapienti  fat  e/l.^  " 

«  Yet,  Sir  Walter  " 

«  Well !    The  Earl  is  already  committed  " 

«  How  ? " 

"  Yes  !  to  clofe  keeping  in  his  chamber  5  and,  believe  me, 
if  he  efcape  you  by  your  too  fudden  grafping  of  him,  he'll 
have  his  gripe  o'  your  neck  fooner  that  ye  lifl." 

«  In  his  chamber — clofe  keeping,  did'fl  fay,  Sir  Walter  ?" 

"  Ay,  marry,  myfelf  brought  him  her  Grace's  plealure 
for't ! 
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a  On— on  !  " 

"  At  firft  he  would  not  fee  me.  He's  as  proud  as  Ajax, 
Cecyl !  Then  I  fent  him  word  the  Captam  o'  the  Guard 
would  be  admitted.  Angrily,  for  I  heard  him,  he  cried, 
*■  Bid  him  begone  ! '  and  a  furly  fellow,  heavily  armed,  held 
his  partizan  near  enough,  I  promife  ye.  '  'Tis  o'  the 
Queen's  affairs,'  faid  I.  '  'Tis  falfe  ! '  he  anfwered.  My 
blood  could  brook  no  more.  Straightway  I  entered  paft 
his  Cerberus.  'Zounds,  how  he  ftormed  !  His  hand  on 
the  pommel  of  his  tuck.  '  Begone,  Sir  Knave,  or  I  fhall 
thrufl  your  unhappy  carrion  out  o'  window  !  '  Be  fure 
I  let  him  wag :  lofers  have  fome  privilege  •,  and,  while 
he  fanned  his  fury  by  upbraiding  me,  I  cooled  my 
indignation,  thinking  what  a  poor  thing  is  an  angry 
man." 

«  Oh— on.  Sir  Walter  !  " 

"  Well,  he  drew  breath  at  laft.  I  doffed  my  hat.  '  Sir 
Earl,'  quoth  I,  making  a  leg — «  Sir  Earl,  an  you  like  not  the 
meffenger,  belike  you'll  not  love  the  meffage.'  '  Spare  your 
compliments,  firrah  ! '  he  fhouted — an  he  had  not  been 
over-wrought  with  over-riding,  half  afleep,  and,  as  I  take  it, 
purfued  by  a  diarrhoea,  believe  me,  but  he'd  ha'  broken  the 
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flatute  and  have  drawn  on  me.  I  never  faw  man  fo  ex- 
quifitely  enraged." 

"  You  gave  her  Grace's  word  ?  " 

"  Ay,  marry,  truft  me  for  that !  'Twas  not  worth  wor- 
rying him  farther ;  and  in  few  I  told  him  her  Grace  was 
pleafed  to  order  his  flridl  confinement  to  his  lodgings." 

"  How  was  that  borne — eh  ?  " 

"  Patiently  enow.  He  was  perplexed  and  calmed  o'  the 
inflant,  like  a  hot  iron  caft  into  cold  water.  I  fpake  not. 
He  waved  me  forth  filently,  and  caft  himfelf  within." 

«  'Tis  weU— all  well,  Sir  Walter  !  " 

"  In  my  conceit.  Sir  Robert,  'tis  on  more  ticklifh  ground 
than  ever  !  'Twas  not  'long  o'  your  whining  her  Grace 
clapped  him  up.     You  would  have  toiled  in't  in  vain." 

«  How  know'fl  that  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no  matter  !  " 

"  I  thought.  Sir  Walter,  we  were  at  one  in  this  " 

«  Well  ? " 

"  Then  let  me  know  how  this  came  about — 'tis  only 
fair." 

"  You  have  not  told  me  yet  what  pafled  in  Council." 

"  That  I  may  not  by  my  oath  " 
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"  Oath  me  no  oaths  !  An  two  faw  together,  one  muft 
needs  be  o'  top :  yet  both  have  hold  o'  the  tool." 

"  Well,  would  you.  Sir  Walter,  wrench  the  inftrument 
from  my  hands  ?  " 

"  Nay — nay  !  But  thus  it  flands,  either  we  fhall  work 
at  crofs-parpofes,  and  fo  undermine  and  explode  each  other's- 
plots,  or  we  muft  undertake  together ;  your  motives  and 
your  afls  and  mine  muft  be  in  confent.  The  Earl's  a  knot 
we  muft  cut  through,  or  give  over  our  trade ;  and,  for  my 
part,  I  care  not  who  guides  the  weapon,  fo  " 

«  Stay,  good  Sir  Weaker  !  " 

"  I  am  not  the  man  to  halt.  With  you,  or  without  you, 
Cecyl,  my  brain  is  capable :  I  have,  and  can  hold  her 
Grace^s  favour.  I  am  as  fit,  or  fitter  for  the  higheft  offices- 
as  you,  or  any.  None  but  EfTex  is  in  my  way.  I  am  ill 
content  to  juftle  under  the  wheels  of  Fortune  when  \ 
fhould  ride  in  her  car." 

"  Good  Sir  Walter,  I  am  your  friend  " 

"  I  know't  not — I  know't  not !  I'll  not  dwell  i'  the  pur- 
lieus of  any  man's  good- will.     Hand  and  glove,  fay  L" 

«  Then  hand  and  glove,  Sir  Walter  1  *' 


CHAPTER  XV. 

"  There's  ajiagfor  you.  Sir  !  " 
The  Humorous  Lieutenant,  a(5l  iii.  {c.  vi. 


iO  Sir  William  Cheney  gat  him  home,  for  his 
heart  yearned  towards  his  parents  and  his 
^j|  little  ones  •,  and  the  fenfe  that  he  had  left  dear 
Helen  fighing  till  his  return,  had  made  the  Irifh  war  as 
irkfome  to  his  feelings  as  it  was  wanting  in  thofe  chivalrous 
exploits  which  were  wont  to  excite  his  adventurous  fpirit. 
He  came,  having  pafTed  dangers  many  and  great  in  that 
campaign  j  nay,  more  and  fiercer  than  he  had  met  on  the 
Spanifh  Main,  or  yet  in  Portingale.  He  came,  having  gained 
his  fpurs  honourably  on  a  well-foughten  field — having,  at 
his  life's  peril,  ferved  his  friend  at  dearefl  need  ;  and  he 
would  now  hang  up  in  the  Old  Church  of  Chenies  his 
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Azure  flag,  its  bright  filver  Crofs-flory  untarniflied,  as 
erft  had  been  the  trophies  of  his  anceftors. 

And  there  were  glad  greetings  in  the  porch,  and  tears  of 
joy  fell  fail:.  Sir  Thomas,  having  experience,  had  dreaded 
the  climate,  and  Dame  Elizabeth  remembered  tales  of 
Salvage  mafTacres.  Fond  Helen  !  Who  but  a  wife  can 
ken  thofe  throbs  which  her  forlorn  breaft  fuftained  ?  But 
all  was  peace  now  !  And,  with  a  thankfulnefs  for  mercies 
which  matched  their  patience  under  grief,  the  pious  family 
again  knelt  together. 

And  the  pretty  fweetings — thofe  little  love-knots  that 
tie  the  parents  to  each  other — thofe  flowering  creepers, 
which  in  one  aflecflion  bind  up  generations,  the  hard 
old  oak  and  the  tender  fapling — thofe  little  vifible 
cherubim  of  God,  which  ever  perch  upon  that  dreary 
ladder  which  refts  on  Earth,  but  hath  its  top  in  Heaven  : 
your  Robin,  Tom,  and  Nell,  how  they  did  frolick,  and 
cheer,  and  nefl:le  around  their  happy  father  !  But,  oh  ! 
you  muft  have  come  back  to  your  own  home,  ere  you 
fhall  know  the  motions  of  William's  heart ;  and  you  mufl: 
have  had  fome  anxious  cares  for  thofe  afar,  ere  you  fliall 
feel  what  the  good  folk  of  Chenies  felt  that  day  ! 
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And  William,  as  time  ferved,  would  tell  of  his  ways  in 
Ireland  ;  but  none  cared  for  fkirmifhings  and  fights.  Sir 
Thomas,  he  had  done  with  thofe  things  ;  and  gentle  ladies 
would  fhudder  at  their  own  imaginings.  But  they  Mened 
to  ftories  of  the  rude  natives,  and  of  their  wilder  lords, 
laughing  over  the  ftrange  confufions  of  the  degenerate, 
their  mixed  humours,  their  vehement  change  from  civil 
bearing  to  ferocious  favagery.  Yet  how  the  true  nobility 
of  fome  fhone  forth  as  bright  particular  flars  between  the 
rent  clouds  of  a  dark  and  ftormy  night ! 

Then  would  he  tell  of  ruined  monafteries  and  broken 
baronial  keeps,  of  dreary  bogs  and  gloomy  forefts,  of  iheen 
hills  and  fparkling  flreams,  of  folemn  old  mountains  and  of 
beautiful  bays. 

After  the  Munfter  progrefs,  having  leifure,  he  and 
Squire  Beronfaw,  and  the  Hampfhire  Efquire,  all  took 
horfe,  a  little  meiny  at  their  heels.  Thoro'  the  Pale  they 
rode.  They  pilgrimaged  as  far  as  Trim  of  Saints,  and 
Tara  of  the  Kings.  Here  were  deferted  abbeys  without 
number,  fcattered  about  a  golden  vale ;  mud  hovels  and 
pelting  farms  eked  out  with  their  cut  ftone  and  broken 
monuments.       The  firft  Church,  too,  of  Holy  Patrick  ! 
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But,  alas,  how  defolate  !  Altar  and  Font,  with  Effigies 
and  Infcriptions,  where  were  they?  but  a  few  fculptured 
coats  of  the  earlieft  fettlers  had  furvived  !  Yet  here  was 
not  the  daily  facrifice  taken  away,  for  a  very  Reverend 
Vicar,  the  fenachy,  or  chronicler  of  thofe  parts,  was  faithful 
— reft  his  memory  !  There  a  barren  hill,  no  veftige  of  its 
boafled  royalty  remaining.  Yet  fome  have  ftill  faith  in 
Tara  !  "  The  Irifli  harp  founded  fweetly  on  our  ears," 
quoth  the  Captain  of  a  foot  company,  for  he  was  mufical, 
and  had  barkened  to  it ;  "  but  it  was  not  on  the  Hill  o' 
Tara  !  " 

Another  while  they  fkirred  about  to  fpy  out  thofe  queer 
round  Towers,  built  only  to  amaze  poflerity :  for  to  that 
ufe  alone  have  they  been  applied,  and  that  end  'ds  certain 
have  they  fully  anfwered.  Generally  they  be  in  church- 
yards, or  there  have  been  raifed  religious  places  by  their 
fide.  From  fixty  feet  to  twice  that  height :  from  twelve  to 
fifteen  feet  in  breadth  :  round,  llightly  tapering :  a  fmall 
door  fome  ten  feet  from  the  ground,  looped  windows  here 
and  there :  four  open  vents  from  the  compafs  at  the  top, 
and  covered  with  a  cone :  fuch  are  they  all.  A  volume 
would  not  defcribe  them  better.     But,  oh  the  {liamelefliiefs 
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of  thofe  Irifhers — their  irreverence !  From  a  broken 
Altar-tomb,  lo  !  a  beaflly  Pig  carrieth  in  his  mouth  the 
thighbone  of  a  noble  late  deceafed  !  No  let  ?  None  •,  for 
what  can  one  expert  from  a  dead  anceftor  ? — So  they 
argue  in  their  acfts.  And  among  them  you  fhall  find 
fo  fmall  a  refpe6ling  of  the  pafl,  that  were  there  not  fome 
other  means  than  their  ungrateful  memories  of  chronicling 
their  defcents  and  titles,  there  would  fcarcely  be  a  lawful 
'heritance  among  them,  or  a  peer  in  Parliament.  No  man 
knoweth  or  careth  for  his  Grandfather,  or  for  his  coat- 
armour.    "  'Tis  monftrous  !"  quoth  Sir  Thomas. 

And  our  Efquire  noted  well  how  in  thofe  parts  they 
built  fquare  Caftles  fome  three  or  four  ftories  high,  by 
about  eight  paces  wide,  looped  and  battlemented,  with  a 
fpiral  flair  in  an  angle  tower  thereof;  in  the  which  he 
was  fhewn  how  the  Lord  inhabited  (his  herdfmen  in  the 
bafe-court)  for  the  protection  of  his  Ivine  :  for  by  night 
and  on  alarums  they  yet  drive  their  cattle  into  krails,  as  in 
the  time  of  the  Danes'  invafion ;  and  in  very  truth  thefe 
fettlers  live  like  the  Jews  of  old  among  the  Canaanites  ; 
for  even  in  the  Pale  there  be  enow  mere  Irifh  to  keep  up 
conftant  flirs — God  help  the  Engliih  people  ! 


220  The  Noble  Traytour. 


Then  would  good  Parfon  Homily  hearken  to  matters  of 
the  ftate  o'  the  Church,  demanding  how  'twas  allowed — 
in  which  thefe  friends  had  informed  themfelves  for  his 
fake — how  with  their  confciences  it  ftood — whether  there 
was  no  refpeft  of  God  or  truth  in  fuch  and  fuch  ?  For  the 
grave  Vicar  was  overcome  by  the  accounts  he  heard,  and 
doubted  if  the  folk  in  Ireland  were  yet  in  Chriftian  bands. 
And  William  fhewed  him  how  the  clergy  lived,  not  often 
on  their  glebes,  but  in  the  fafe  warm  towns,  haply  in 
England,  roaming  about  for  pleafure  or  difplay ;  and 
how  their  feely  flocks  were  conftantly  falling  off  to  Rome 
or,  per  cafe,  Aiding  farther  flill. 

"  They  be  no  fhepherds,"  quoth  the  parfon  bitterly, 
"  but  ravening  wolves,  I  trow  ! '' 

"  Yet,  'twas  once,  and  truly,  called  the  '  Ille  of 
Saints,"  faid  Dame  Elizabeth. 

«  Out — alas  ! "  quod  Vicar.  "  Alas  !  an  Ifland  of  fmful 
lulls,  of  unclean  violence  !  A  land  of  treachery  and  fraud  ! 
A  land  of  lies  !  A  land  of  fhams  !  Where  there  be  clergy 
but  no  churches — preachers  who  bring  no  glad  tidings — 
and  a  people  without  worfhip  ! "  fo  the  good  man  fell  a 
weeping. 
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"  Is  there  no  hope  on  either  part  ? " 

"  Nay !  the  Papifts  be  engroifed  in  ignorance  and 
heathen  fuperftitions,  and  the  Reformed  reft  on  the  word 
that  either  they  be  faved  or  reprobate — others,  a  few, 
be  indifferent  which." 

"  No  order  taken  for  a  cure  ?" 

"  Not  general,  though  thus  for  particular.  The  prieils 
pick  up  neglecTted  and  deipairing  Proteflants  \  and,  to  be 
even  with  them,  enthufiaft  preachers  catch  at  hungry 
Papifts.  But  if  either  make  a  profelyte  he  fhall  hardly  be 
the  better  Chriftian,  I  trow." 

"  Her  Grace  did  undertake  " 

"  Ay,  and  wife  Mafler  Bacon  ftiewed  a  fcheme  her 
Highnefs  was  pleafed  with  :  but  my  Lord  denied  it." 

"What?" 

"  *  You  fhall  not  be  wanting  in  true  religion,'  faith  Mafter 
Francis,  '  if  you  tolerate  their  faith  :  but  for  a  time  only, 
'till  occafion  ferve  for  reformation  ! '  " 

"Oh!" 

"  EfTex  faid  roundly,  he  would  not  palter  with  a  promife 
to  the  ear,  others  might  break  to  the  people's  hurt.  If 
it  were   their  right  to  be  allowed  (faid   he),  there  fhould 
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be  no  let :  if  not,  there  fhould  be  no  grace.  He  had  not 
leifure  to  difcourfe  the  matter  5  nor  would  he  move  in't 
till  he  was  'ware." 

"  Good  and  honefl  as  ever  !  "  quoth  Sir  Thomas. 

"  And  Francis  had  another  fcheme,  *fome  zealous  preach- 
ers,' faith  he,  '  who  fhall  not  be  fcholaftic  ' " 

"  Out— out !  interrupted  the  Vicar."  The  Homilies  be 
good,  the  Prayer-book  better,  the  Bible  beft  of  all :  but 
from  ignorant  yet  zealous  preachers  what  fhall  poor 
folk  get  "i  Fanatic  mifchiefs,  vulgar  fchifms,  all  manner 
of  puffed  vanities  !  " 

"  Fie,  fie,  Mafter  Francis  !  Fie,  fie  !  The  blind  lead  the 
blind!    Fie,  fie!" 

"  What  can  one  teach  but  what  he  hath  learned  ? " 

"  And  how  fhall  he  know  aught  without  fcholarfhip  ?  " 

"  An  there  be  no  fpring  to  feed  the  fountain,  how  fhall 
the  waters  flow  ?  " 

*'  When  his  little  frock  be  fpent,  fhall  he  not  beg,  borrow, 
or  fteal  from  fome  one  ?  " 

"  Or  ufe  up  his  own  material  ? " 

"  Yea  !  or  twaddle  away  the  time  }  " 

"  Or   flammer    out   trite   nothings — fix   for   your    halt 
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dozen.  V  the  daytime  you  fhall  fee  the  fun  :  the  night 
Cometh  in  the  dark.  Evil  men  be  naught ;  a  wife  man 
hath  underftanding." 

**  Or  haply  hold  his  peace — eh  ? " 

«  Oh,  that  he  would  !     Oh,  that  he  would  !  " 


CHAPTER  XVI, 

*'  Et  quoniam  vana?it  inorbi,  variabhnus  ai^es ; 
Milk  male fpec'ies ^  mille  Jalutis  erimtj' 

Ovid,  R.  A.  525. 


HERE  were  now  two  facStions  in  the  Court.  The 
Earls  of  Shrewibury  and  Nottingham,  the 
Lords  Thomas  Howard,  Cobham,  Grey,  Sir 
Walter  Ralegh,  and  Sir  George  Carew,  on  the  one  part : 
on  the  other,  the  Earls  of  Worcefter  and  Rutland,  Lords 
Mountjoye,  Rich,  Harry  Howard,  Lumley,  Sir  Edward 
Dier,  Mr.  Comptroller  (Knollys),  and  many  Knights. 

The  former  dined  with   Mafter  Secretary,  the  latter  fate 
at  the  Mafter  of  the  Horfe's  table. 

My  Lord  Effingham    (the  Lord    Admiral's    fon)    was 
conflantly  with  my  Lord,  profefling  friendfhip :  and  fo  was 
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Harry  Howard,  but,  as  folk  whifpered,  his   Lordfhip  was 
a  "  ranter,  and  not  to  be  trufted." 

Her  Grace  now  orders  the  Earl  into  durance  at  York 
Houfe ;  my  Lord  Keeper  to  have  his  charge.  'Twas  a 
hard-natured  a6t  as  might  be  \  for  ElTex  was  troubled  with 
the  Irifti  flux,  being  very  ill.  And  prefently  he  gat  the 
ftone,  and  a  ftranguillon,  and  a  grinding  of  the  kidneys, 
which  took  from  him  all  ftomach  and  reft.  Added  to 
which  his  poor  Countefs  had  juft  borne  a  daughter  ;  and 
was  extremely  troubled  that  fhe  neither  faw  nor  heard  from 
her  dear  hufband,  now  fo  near  at  hand  and  returned. 

But  what  were  the  bodily  pangs  of  her  fervant  Eflex 
who  had  wafted  himfelf  to  that  royal  lady,  herfelf  now  in  fuch 
healthful  vigour  ?  And  how  fhould  fhe  fympathize  with 
the  anxious  wife,  and  newly-pained  mother,  who  had  ever 
contemned  domeftical  bonds  ?  Indeed  ihe  fent  Dr.  Brown 
to  fee  the  Earl,  and,  under  medical  advice,  gave  liberty  of 
the  garden  to  my  Lord :  but  Sir  Walter  falling  fick  on  this 
relaxation,  her  Grace  allowed  no  farther. 

The  Queen  now  willed  it  that  her  late  Deputy  fhould 
write  upon  the  ftate  of  Ireland  :  not  that  there  was  more  to 
be  learned  than  had  already  been  difclofed;  but  it  would  be 
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convenient  to  have  more  material  upon  which  to  queflion  the 
delinquent.  "  Without  help  of  my  papers,"  quoth  my 
Lord,  "  to  make  a  more  full  declaration  of  all  things,  I  am 
not  able  ;  being  in  that  flate  of  body  that  this  which  I  have 
written  is  painfully  fet  down." 

And  not  only  did  the  Earl  humble  himfelf  before  the 
Queen,  complying  with  her  moft  frivolous  injunftions  j  but 
his  houfe,  which  had  been  kept  open  for  the  family  and 
his  particulars,  was  now  clofed,  left  the  company,  reforting 
thither  with  condolences,  fhould  offend  againil:  her  High- 
nefs.  Nay  !  his  very  fervants  would  not  make  merry ; 
fearing  it  fhould  be  taken  ill.  Sir  Chriftopher  St.  Lawrence, 
at  an  ordinary,  took  a  cup  and  drank  it  to  the  health  of  my 
Lord  of  ElTex,  and  confufion  to  his  enemies.  Prefently  he 
was  called  in  queflion  for  it.  None  flood  the  Earl's  friend 
in  Court  but  my  Lady  Scrope,  her  Grace's  coufm ;  for  his 
befl  friends  refrained  her  Majefly's  prefence  altogether, 
folacing  themfelves  at  flage  plays  daily,  rather  than  irritate 
her  Grace  with  bootlefs  importunities. 

There  were  thofe,  indeed,  who  tried  to  reconcile  the 
Secretary  and  my  Lord :  but  it  was  as  the  mixing  oil  and 
vinegar  in  your  fallet ;    they  will  anon  fret  and  disjoin. 
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For  this  one  was  too  violent  in  his  paiTion,  and  the  other 
too  fecret  in  difpleaHire. 

Then  was  approved  the  wifdom  of  Ralegh,  who  warned 
Sir  Robert  not  to  proceed  too  haftily.  The  Earl's  reafons 
were  fo  good  that  the  Privy  Council  prayed  her  Grace  to 
enlarge  him  :  and  his  fubmiilion  to  her  Majefty  (for  coming 
rudely  back)  fo  humble,  that  they  even  ventured  to  commend 
him  to  her  Highnefs'  clemency. 

But  letters  from  Tyr  Oen,  threatening  revolt,  coming  to 
hand,  her  Grace  grew  curft,  replying,  «  Such  a  contempt 
ought  to  be  publickly  punifhed."  And  witty  Harrington, 
being  in  the  prefence  at  that  juncture,  fhe,  chafing  ftomach- 
fully,  walking  to  and  fro  faftly,  her  vifage  mainly  difcom- 
pofed,  "  By  God's  fon, "  quoth  fhe,  "  I  am  no  Queen  !  that 
man  is  above  me  !  Who  gave  him  command  to  come  here 
fo  foon  ?  I  did  fend  him  on  other  bufinefs  ! — And  what  art 
thou,  thou  naughty  varlet — thou  !  Did'fl  go  to  Ireland  for 
thy  dirty  knighthood  ?  Ha  !  we  fhall  hack  thy  fpurs  off 
prefently  !  Ha  ! "  and  with  that  fhe  caught  him  by  the 
girdle,  ihaking  him  till  his  frippery  tare,  "  Begone — home  ! 
Off — pack  !  thou  naughty  knight,  thou  !  Much — piih  !  A 
fig  for  thy  fpurs,  Sir  John  !  " 


22  8  The  Noble  Traytour. 


"  I  faith,"  quoth  the  new  fir,  "  I  did  not  ftay  to  be  twice 
bidden  !  An  all  the  rebels  in  Ireland  had  been  at  my  heels, 
I  iliould  not  have  made  a  better  fpeed." 

Then  came  (entreating  favour)  the  Countefs  of  Northum- 
berland and  my  Lady  Rich,  my  Lady  Countefs  of  Leicefter, 
too,  all  in  black  of  the  meanefl  price — not  worth  five 
pound  in  all,  they  faid  ;  praying  the  Queen's  leave  Ihe  might 
fee  the  Earl,  who,  the  night  before,  had  been  in  great 
extremity.  Anfwer  returned.  "  She  muft  wait  her  Ma- 
jefty's  pleafure  to  be  fignified  through  the  Lords  of  the 
Council,  and  come  no  more  to  Court."  Anon,  when  his 
ftrength  was  gone,  and  he  fo  far  fpent  that  they  had  to  lift 
him  on  flieets  to  change  his  bed-clothes,  there  being  now 
Icarce  hope  of  his  recovery,  my  Lady  had  leave  to  vifit 
her  son. 

And  the  French  Amba/Tadour,  in  behalf  of  King  Henry 
the  Fourth,  whom  EfTex  had  obliged,  prayed  her  Highnefb' 
favourable  judgment  of  the  Earl.  .And  the  people  of  Eng- 
land, who  will  fee  fair-play  and  juftice  done,  maugre  Crowns 
and  Sceptres,  much  mifliked  her  Grace's  ways  j  for  in  the 
Play-houfes  there  were  fly  touches  of  this  matter  thruft  in 
here  and  there  :  no  doubt  what  was  meant  j  Southampton 
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and  Rutland  ha^dng  the  good-will  of  the  company  at  the 
Bankfide.  You  fhould  have  witnefled  the  groundlings 
whiles — how  they  carried  it !  An  her  Highnefs  had  come 
in  State  to  the  Theatre  now,  let  her  look  to't !  Bifhop 
Babington  before  the  court,  and  many  clergy  from  their 
pulpits,  preached  in  my  Lord  his  vindication ;  nay,  even 
prayed  for  him  by  name  !  There  were  pamphlets  publifhed, 
ballads,  broadfheets,  papers  ftuck  upon  the  walls ;  nay, 
fcattered  about  the  very  pafTages  and  chambers  of  the 
palace.  But  her  Grace,  you  have  heard,  careth  not  a  fig 
for  the  public  mind. 

All  this  while  the  Earl  lay  very  fick,  grievoufly  tor- 
mented. By  her  Majefty's  command,  eight  phyficians  of 
moft  experience  confulted  on  his  cafe.  Learnedly  did  they 
difcufs  the  caufes  of  difeafe,  with  the  occafions  or  impulfions 
thereof,  ere  they  would  look  upon  the  patient  himfelf :  Di- 
verfely  did  they  opine  touching  dlfeafes  in  the  abftraff ,  with 
the  accidents  thereunto  pertinent :  nor  did  they  yet  come 
near  the  fick  man's  couch.  Of  the  cures  and  prefer vations 
they  advanced,  anon. 

Galen  and  Hippocrates,  Paracelfus  and  Avicenna,  Seve- 
renus  the  Dane  and  our  Dof^or  Broughton,  Albertus  Mag- 
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nus,  Scotus,  Dee,  Ariftotle,  and  Chirurgeon  Potts,  were 
all  quoted,  you  may  be  lure :  for  what  tyro  in  medicine,  a-s 
in  other  fcience,  witteth  not  to  flaunt  great  names  ?  But 
thefe  be  great  ones,  too  :  and  on  her  Grace's  fervice.  So 
you  fhall  hear  whifperings  of  Boccace  his  Demogorgon  : 
of  rules  in  metoposcopy  :  of  a  magifterium  :  of  ephimerides  : 
and  (the  late  ftatute  notwithflianding)  of  chiromancy :  of 
erecting  a  figure  in  a  Houfe :  of  Sol,  of  Luna,  of  volatile 
INIercury,  luxurious  Venus,  malignant  Mars,  beneficent 
Jupiter,  ill-omened  Saturn.  For  man,  as  one  faid,  being  a 
microcofmos,  that  is,  an  abAradl  or  model  of  the  world, 
there  are  to  be  found  in  his  body  certain  correfpondencies 
and  parallels  which  fhould  have  refpeff  to  all  variety  of 
things,  as  ftars,  minerals,  vegetals,  et  caetera.  And  by  my 
Lord's  horofcope  it  was  evidenced  that  fortune  would  many 
times  fail  him,  in  refpeft  of  the  difaftrous  afpecff  of  the 
planet  Mars  ;  which  in  the  hour  of  his  nativity  fhined  mof!: 
adverfely  upon  him  in  the  eleventh  houfe  of  heaven.  Ve- 
nus, truly,  was  favourable :  but  there  was  no  dependence 
upon  her,  or  yet  on  Mercury.  Saturn  now  under  occulta- 
tion,  what  elfe  could  be  boded  ?  only  Jupiter  approacheth 
the  Zenith.     So  there  was  no  more  to  be  fald,  and  thus  they 
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duly  certified,  Salus  nmgis  optanda  quam  fperanda  fiiity 
that  three  things  were  required.  Firft,  to  have  his  mind 
quieted,  that  he  might  get  natural  reft :  fecondly,  that  he 
might  have  recreation,  to  cheer  his  heart :  thirdly,  that  he 
might  change  the  air,  to  renew  the  colour  of  his  blood. 
For  they  found  in  him  the  footfteps  of  many  difeafes,  and 
much  devaftation  of  the  inward  parts  :  to  wit,  imposthuma- 
tions,  exulcerations,  difcontinuations,  putrefa6lions,  confump- 
tions,  contra6lions,  extenfions,  convulfions,  diilocations, 
obflru<Slions,  repletions  ;  together  with  many  preternatural 
fubflances,  as  flones,  carnofities,  excrefcences,  worms,  and 
the  like ;  and,  in  particular,  his  liver  was  flopped  and  per- 
ifhed,  his  entrails  macerated,  and  his  whole  frame  fo  utterly 
diflempered  (as  you  may  conceive)  that  they  conftantly 
feared  his  difTolving. 

"Wherefore  did  her  Highnefs  condefcendingly  order  Dr. 
James  (her  own  phyfician)  to  bring  my  Lord  a  broath,  with 
a  word  that  he  fhould  relilh  it. 

So  they  who  fpake  gravely  and  with  one  accord  on 
the  diforders,  came  prefently  to  difpute  impertinently 
on  the  nature  of  the  remedy :  their  myflic  fymbols  and 
perplexed    allegories    giving    place  to  the   vulgar  pafliou 
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of  empyrical  adventurers,  aftrologians,  alchemifls,  and 
fuch. 

One  was  for  a  menflruum  Umplex  ;  another  for  an  amal- 
gam of  one  knows  not  what.  This  for  a  quintelTence  of  all 
fubflances ;  that  for  a  balneus  vaporofus  of  pure  water.  He 
propofmg  imbibition,  laugheth  to  fcorn  the  do6lrine  of  ince- 
ration ;  which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  that  to  drink  a  medica- 
ment is  more  worthy  than  to  be  enwrapped  in  it. 

"  Let  them  not  fail  to  have  healthy  folk  about  my  Lord, 
now  he  aileth.  'Tis  all  one  to  impart  health,  or  to  infeft 
with  ficknefs." 

"  You  fhall  not  need  3^our  cafting  bottle ;  my  alludel 
pots  ihall  fublime  thefe  curiofities." 

"  Of  courfe  we  ihall  diflill  an  aqua  regis  ? " 

"  Will  you  not  defcribe  a  circle  ?  " 

"  How,  fir  !  "When  you  have  not  tried  my  chryfofperm 
and  marchefyte  ? " 

"  You  will,  at  leaft,  fufFer  me  to  exhibit  my  compound 
— eh  ?  Powder  of  bones,  fcalings  of  iron,  calc  of  egg- 
ihells ;  an  excellent  remedy,  I  do  aflure  you — the  propor- 
tions and  the  meafures  known  to  myfelf  alone." 

"  A  mofl  fecret  and  crafty  dofe,  forfooth  !  " 
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"  Go  to,  fir  !  a  myroballane — 'tis  the  only  cure  !  " 

"  Of  elicampagne  roots,  three  parts  •,  of  burnt  filk,  one 
fchred ;  of  amber,  a  half  fcruple ;  of  buglos  and  faffron, 
quantum  fuff.,  with  fafting  fpittle,  mix  and  lay  on  in  a  fear- 
let  cloth." 

"  A  very  potent  drug  !  '* 

"  What  think  ye  of  mandragora  ?    Syrop  of  the  Eafl  r  " 

"  Poppies  and  hemlock,  with  fuch  drowfy  fimples  ? " 

"  We  are  coming  to  it,  fir." 

"  Some  argent  wine  with  fulphur  of  nature — eh  ?  " 

"  'Tis  fcarce  the  fitting  feafon  o'  the  year,  fir,  for  their 
due  experiment." 

"  Alkali,  argaile,  antimony,  arfenic,  cinoper,  rhubarb, 
fenna,  fal  tartaris,  vitriol  ? " 

"  'Sflefh,  doftor  !  but  you  have  them  off  by  rote,  and  like 
an  AB  Cey  book!" 

So  then,  as  you  will  not  fail  to  fay,  the  fubje6t  being  fo 
variable,  the  art  by  confequence  is  more  conjectural ;  and 
the  art  being  conjectural,  hath  made  fo  much  the  more  place 
to  be  left  for  impoflure.  An  old  woman,  peradventure, 
/hall  work  a  cure  when  your  occult  practices  be  at  fault ; 
and  wife  Mafler  Francis,  he  was  of  this  opinion,  too. 
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What  elfe  the  eight  Chirurgeons  operated  on  my  Lord, 
whether  in  their  phyfics  or  metaphyfics  who  could  declare, 
feeing  their  prefcriptions  were  fo  myflerious  ?  But  for  the 
proceedings,  they  were  fufficiently  open.  Live  cocks  (of 
the  firfl  year)  fplitten  in  twain,  tyed  to  his  bare  feet  and 
hands — a  piece  on  each ;  his  whole  body  fwathed  and 
bandaged  the  while  in  fumigated  cloths  ;  his  eyes  turned 
fixedly  towards  a  glafs  cut  in  fubtle  angles,  fo  as  to  difperfe 
and  multiply  the  figures  of  furrounding  objefts.  What 
fools  we  mortals  be !  and  the  angels  that  look  on  us,  muft 
they  not  laugh  at  us  ? 

There  were  fome  Phyfi clans  who  fhook  their  heads 
wifely,  as  who  Ihould  fay,  "  We  know  of  better  treatment." 

Others  faid,  with  a  certain  Poet,  he  cannot  long  hold  out 
thefe  pangs — 

'*  The  incejfant  care  afid  labour  of  his  mmd, 
Hath  ^wrought  the  mure  thatjhould  confine  it  in 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  luill  break  outT 

And  'twas  like  enow,  for  the  poor  Earl  did  fwell  mon- 
ftroully :  up,  up,  lil<:e  a  bombard !  when,  fearing  for  his 
reafon,  which  now  began  to  wander  and  fail  through  the  ex- 
tremity of  his  pain,  they  loofed  him  :  and  upon  a  furmife  of 
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his  inftant  imminent  dilTolution  all  departed  (as  is  their  wont), 
to  the  infinite  comfort  and  relief  of  EfTex,  mind  and  body. 

At  four  of  the  clock  in  the  afternoon — the  tide  jufl  on 
the  flow,  the  moon  at  nrfl  quarter — accompanied  by  my 
Lady  Countefs  of  Warwick  and  the  Earl  of  Worcefler, 
Cometh  fecretly  a  fair  veftal,  '  whofe  medicinable  eye  cor- 
rects the  ill  afpects  of  planets  evil ' — a  royal  Virgin,  '  whofe 
fimple  touch  is  powerful,'  an  Elixir  Vitse — her  moft  gra- 
cious Majefty  the  Queen ;  who,  laying  her  pure  and 
health-bringing  hand  upon  the  penitent,  faid  with  an  af- 
furance,  "  He  fhall  do  !  "  There  be  peflilent  airs  able 
fuddenly  to  kill  a  man  in  health  •,  therefore  there  fhould  be 
fovereign  airs  able  fuddenly  to  cure  a  man  in  ficknefs. 

Now,  'twas  hinted  there  were  motions  of  relenting.  The 
Countefs  of  EfTex  may  vifit  her  hufband  daily  from  feven 
till  fix. 

The  Lady  Rich,  ofFering  the  Queen  a  prefent ;  'tis  gra- 
ciouily  accepted.  The  Countefs  of  Leicefler  fendeth  her 
jewel ;  'tis  allowed.  My  Lord  ventureth  fomewhat  as  a 
new  years'  gift :  but  'tis  refufed.  You  can  fee  the  fine 
diftinftion — the  exa6l  meafure  of  relenting,  and  favour,  and 
grace,  can  you  not  ? 
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And  now  the  Earl  was  juft  a  whit  better,  to  fay  better — 
no  more.  Yet  was  he  fo  far  recovered  as  on  fome  days  to 
fit  up  and  eat  at  board.  Therefore  the  Queen  hardened 
her  heart  againfl:  him.  It  is  flrange,  when  you  have 
injured  a  man,  how  you  learn  to  hate  him — how  one 
wrong,  no  fooner  than  born,  begets  another  (like  the  fmall 
beafts  in  foul  water  incontinently  multiplying).  Elizabeth, 
irritate  that  her  lieges  prefume  to  queflion  her  treatment  of 
my  Lord ;  yet,  in  truth,  having  had  all  poffible  queflions 
anfwered — feeing,  too,  that  the  amount  of  mifcondu(51: 
reaches  fo  (hort,  that  no  punifhment  was  mean  enough  to 
meet  it,  refolveth  now  (in  her  high  prerogative)  to  make  a 
Star-Chamber  matter  of  it  •,  for  fhe  knew,  upon  her  life's 
experience,  how  much  in  that  Court  can  be  made  of 
nothing. 

So,  when  this  conceit  was  put  out  of  her  Grace's  head, 
the  Secretary  not  being  v/illing  to  expofe  himfelf  to  their 
Lordihips,  her  Highnefs,  in  a  petty  fpite,  refufeth  little 
Hereford  accefs  to  his  father,  confining  Lady  Rich  to  her 
houfe ;  for  that  fhe  and  my  Lady  Leicefter,  and  the  Earl  of 
Southampton,  from  a  high  window  overtopping  York 
Houfe,  faluted  Effex. 
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My  Lord,  his  ailment  in  the  entrails  being  now 
{launched,  waxeth,  as  they  fay,  crazy;  as  in  truth  the 
Phyficians  had  prognofticated.  He  fpake  foolifhly, 
his  body  fervant  faid ;  and,  being  at  his  wits  end,  he  would 
fain  write  unto  the  Queen  in  fulfome  flyle  of  yore  :  to  wit, 
in  Euphues'  vein.  'Twas  a  *  Cacoethes  fcribendi '  he  was 
now  troubled  with  ;  and  it  will  go  hard  but  his  moral 
fhall  receive  a  greater  wrench  from  this  humour,  than  ever 
his  bowels  had  from  the  Iriih  ficknefs. 

Now  was  he  fent  home  to  Effex-houfe,  his  mother,  the 
Earl  and  Countefs  of  Southampton,  Mr.  Greville,  Mr.  (A.) 
Bacon  being  removed  therefrom,  yet  ftill  under  charge, 
Sir  D.  Drury  (who  had  care  of  the  Scots'  Queen,  you 
may  remember),  and  Sir  R.  Barklay ;  none  to  come  and 
fpeak  with  him  but  with  her  Majefty's  leave.  'Twas  not 
much  *  change  of  air  j'  yet,  prefently,  he  gat  more  cheerful, 
playing  occafionally  at  Tennis,  right  hand  againfl  left  hand, 
with  fome  odds  ;  and  then  a  walk  on  the  leads  or  in  the 
garden,  for  exercife. 

Yet  was  this  little  refpite,  but  a  lull  in  the  ftorm.  If  her 
Majefty  may  not  make  a  Star-Chamber  matter  of  it,  how 
fhall  fhe  be  juftified  before  the  world   for  keeping  the 
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Earl  fo  long  in  durance  ?  Her  Grace  fayeth  not  now,  "  A 
fig  for  the  opinion  of  people  ! "  And  the  longer  fhe 
reftraineth  EfTex,  the  more  neceffitous  feems  her  cafe. 
'Tis  often  eafier  to  go  on  than  to  tread  your  way  back, 
efpecially  if  the  road  be  through  dirty  paths — you  have 
hope  of  a  turn,  or  a  dry  fpot  prefently,  perhaps.  And, 
when  you  have  knowingly  perfevered  in  an  injury,  oh  ! 
who  Ihall  flay  you  till  you  have  worked  out  that  deftruc- 
tion  you  have  aimed  at  ?  If  you  have  a  vindi6live  temper, 
thank  God  that  you  be  not  an  abfolute  Sovereign,  as  was 
the  fair  Tudor,  who  had  the  power  to  carry  out  her  wicked 
will. 

Now,  by  Mailer  Francis  his  advice,  fecretly  given  to  the 
Queen  (yet  under  a  modeft  ^ parce  m'lhi,  precor'),  he  being 
bounden  to  my  Lord.  By  Mailer  Francis  his  advice,  a 
Commiilion  of  eighteen  hath  been  formed,  to  try  the  Earl 
upon  all  thefe  matters  over  again.  You  fhall  not  be 
farther  vexed,  but  you  ihould  know  what  Mailer  Francis 
did.  He  being  junior  Counfel,  having  truly  nothing  to  the 
purpofe  in  his  brief,  volunteers  thefe  two  impertinent  charges : 
"  Firil,  that  two  years  agone  (being  angered  by  the  box  on 
his  ear),  my  Lord  wrote  to  the  Lord  Keeper,  <  There  is 
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no  tempeft  to  the  paiTionate  indignation  of  a  prince/  as  if, 
quoth  he,  her  Majefly  was  devoid  of  reafon,  and  carried 
away  by  pafTion  \  and,  fecondly,  'Her  Majefty's  heart  is  obdu- 
rate,' by  which,"  faid  he,  "  the  Earl  compared  her  Grace 
to  Pharaoh,  which  was  very  odious."  He  touched  too  very 
unnecefTarily  on  Hay  ward's  book  about  the  putting  down  of 
K.  Richard  -,  and  made  himfelf,  as  fome  faid,  rather  remark- 
able for  officious  zeal  and  an  ungrateful  heart,  than  for 
honefty  or  prudence,  "  Ever  fmce  the  Queen  changed  the 
courfe  of  proceeding  againfl  me,"  faid  my  Lord,  with  much 
paffion  and  forcible  exprellion,  "  I  refolved  to  give  up  all 
attempt  to  juftify  myfelf,  and  to  acknowledge,  with  grief 
and  contrition,  whatever  faults  or  errors,  negligence  or 
ralhnefs,  it  pleafed  her  Majefty  to  impute  to  me  ;"  but, 
being  charged  with  fome  disloyalty,  "  I  fhall  do  God  great 
wrong,"  cried  he,  "  and  my  own  confcience  wrong,  if  I 
do  not  juftify  myfelf  an  honeft  man  !  " 

So  they  held  this  poor  fick  man  kneeling  at  bottom  of 
the  table,  from  eight  in  the  morning  till  nine  at  night, 
neither  with  food  nor  refrefhment ;  concluding  with  a  joint 
fentence :  to  wit,  that  EfTex  fhould  no  longer  execute  the 
office  of  a  Councillor,  nor  that  of  Earl  Marfhal  of  England, 
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nor  yet  Mafter  of  the  Ordnance :  and  that  he  fhould  return 
to  his  own  houfe,  there  continuing  a  prifoner  'till  it  fliould 
pleafe  her  Majefly  to  releafe  both  this  and  the  refl. 

Ralegh,  who  would  fain  have  fluck  to  the  Star-Cham- 
ber  procefs,  which  he  well  knew  would  have  iffued  in  fo 
great  a  fine  as  ever  was  fet  upon  any  man's  head,  with  per- 
petual imprifonment  in  the  Tower  (for  fo  my  Lord  Keeper 
had  plainly  faid) :  Ralegh,  now  in  dudgeon,  uttereth  fuch  un- 
mannerly taunts  upon  her  Grace,  that  fhe,  ihrewdly  pricked 
already,  taketh  it  in  fnuff,  and,  with  worfe  names  than  cat 
and  dog,  bids  him  begone  !  He,  to  lay  her  by  the  Court- 
remedy,  firft  falling  fick,  taketh  wife  and  children,  bag  and 
baggage,  and  off  for  Sherborne,  where  he  revived  as  ufual 
his  unapproachable  magnificence. 

Meanwhile,  Cecyl  having  taken  unto  himfelf  a  wife — her 
Majefty  became  indignant  withal;  affirming  roundly,  that  he 
had  promifed  her  he  would  never  marry.  Nor  would  fhe 
have  made  him  Secretary  but  for  fo  difcreet  a  bond. 

What  avail  was  Sir  Robert's  denial,  though  he  vouched 
'twas  but  for  three  years  he  was  refolute  to  forbear  ?  Her 
Grace  knew  better. 

So  her  Majefty,  being  offended  with  her  Captain  of  the 
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Guard,  and  with  Mafler  Secretary,  my  Lord's  friends  be- 
gan to  cafl  about  for  hopes  of  favour ;  arguing  on  this 
wife — That  the  Queen,  being  a  Princefs  born  to  clemency 
and  placability,  in  her  wifdom  knew  that  Mercy  is  the 
eilablifhment  of  a  Throne.  That  ihe  could  and  would  have 
pity,  and  withal  be  wife.  That  fhe  would  not,  by  irritating 
fo  great  a  man,  drive  him  to  defperation.  That  (he  would 
by  no  means  have  him  perifh,  becaufe  he  might  be  of  ufe 
to  the  Commonwealth.  That  fhe  had  hitherto  diredled  all 
her  actions  to  the  rule  of  juftice.  That  fhe  intended  the 
Earl's  amendment,  not  his  ruin.  Moreover,  that  ihe 
hated  (no  lefs  than  did  Mithridates)  fuch  as  malicioufly 
perfecuted  virtue,  forfaken  of  fortune.  That  whom  fhe 
once  deigned  to  favour,  to  them  fhe  always  conftantly  con- 
tinued her  royal  countenance.  That  many  who  had 
faulted  more  grievoufly  than  EfTex,  had  been  forgiven  by  her. 
Then  did  they  note  my  Lord's  cafe  :  as  thus — That  for  the 
nobility  of  his  defcent  (for  he  was  iffued  of  the  blood- 
royal,  as  all  men  knew — though  afar  off),  and  the  hope  of 
his  virtue,  had  been  in  his  young  days  chofen  out  by  the 
Queen  from  among  many,  and  then  highly  beloved  by 
her.    That  he  had  patiently  endured  her  difpleafiire  j  had 
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deferved  paffing  well  of  his  country,  both  at  home  and 
abroad.  That  there  was  not  any  other  of  the  Englifh 
nation  furnifhed  with  the  fkill  and  knowledge  of  a  Com- 
mander, to  manage  war,  and  repel  all  hoftile  attempts  ; 
nor  more  dear  to  the  people.  And,  therefore,  he  was  the 
meetefl  man  to  pacify  commotions  if  any  fhould  arife,  and 
reflore  the  Commonwealth :  and  flatly,  the  worthieft  man 
of  any  to  be  moft  fully  enlightened  with  the  gracious  af- 
pedl  and  wholefome  influence  of  the  Qu^een's  countenance. 

And,  indeed,  had  it  confented  with  her  Highnefs'  dig- 
nity now  to  be  reconciled  to  my  Lord,  there  was  room  for 
him  in  the  Court.  But,  as  was  faid  in  old  time  of  Ger- 
manicus,  his  deadliefl:  enemies  were  his  own  ornaments  ; 
and  his  adverfaries  had  little  elfe  to  complain  of  than  his 
greatnefs  ;  for  he  who  was  not  fliarp  to  his  enemies  was, 
like  Pompey,  to  fuch  as  yielded,  placable.  But  Ellex, 
finding  the  Queen  yet  without  kindly  motion  towards  him, 
took  his  pen ;  and,  if  the  Queen  had  already  probed  the 
rankling  wound  of  his  honour,  flie  might  now  fee  bare  be- 
fore her  eyes  where  flie  had  touched  to  the  very  quick  his 
manly  pride : — 

"  At  fundry  times,  and  by  fundry  meflengers,  I  received 
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thefe  words  as  your  Majefty's  own,  '  That  you  meant  to 
correct,  not  to  ruin.'  Since  when  I  have  languilhed 
in  four  months'  ficknefs :  forfeited  almofl  all  that  I  was 
able  to  engage  \  felt  the  very  pangs  of  death  upon  me ; 
and  faw  that  poor  reputation,  whatfoever  it  was,  that  I 
enjoyed  hitherto,  not  fuffered  to  die  with  me,  but  buried, 
and  I  alive  \  I  yet  kiffed  your  Majefty's  corre<5ling  hand, 
and  was  confident  in  your  royal  word.  For,  I  faid  to  my- 
(elf,  between  my  ruin  and  my  Sovereign's  favour  there  is 
no  mean  :  and,  if  fhe  beflow  favour  again,  fhe  gives  it  with 
all  things  in  this  world  I  either  need  or  defire.  But 
now,  the  length  of  my  troubles,  and  the  continuance 
—  or  rather  increafe  —  of  your  Majefty's  indignation, 
have  made  all  men  fo  afraid  of  me,  as  mine  own 
poor  eftate  is  not  only  ruined,  but  my  kind  friends 
and  faithful  fervants  are  Hke  to  die  in  prifon,  be- 
caufe  I  cannot  help  myfelf  v;ith  mine  own.  Now  I  do 
not  only  feel  the  weight  of  your  Majefty's  indignation,  and 
am  fubjecSl:  to  their  malicious  infmuations  that  firffc  envied 
me  for  my  happinefs  in  your  favour,  and  now  hate  me  out 
of  cuftom  \  but,  as  if  I  were  thrown  into  a  corner  like  a 
dead  carcafe,  I  am  gnawed  on  and  torn  by  the  vilefl:  and  bafeil 
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creatures  upon  earth.  The  prating  tavern-haunter  fpeaks 
of  me  what  he  lifts.  The  frantic  libeller  writes  of  me 
what  he  lifts  :  already  they  print  me  and  make  me  Ipeak  to 
the  world  j  and  fhortly  will  they  play  me  in  what  forms 
they  lift  upon  the  flage.  The  leail  of  thefe  is  a  thoufand 
times  worfe  than  death. 

"  But  this  is  not  the  worfl:  of  my  deftiny.  For  your 
Majefly,  that  hath  mercy  for  all  the  world  but  me :  that 
hath  protected  from  fcorn  and  infamy  all  to  whom  you 
ever  avowed  favour  but  Eflex,  and  never  repented  you  of 
any  gracious  afTurance  you  had  given  till  now :  your 
Majefty  I  fay,  hath  now,  in  this  eighth  month  of  my  impri- 
fonment — as  if  you  thought  mine  infirmities,  beggary,  and 
infamy  too  little  puniftiment — rejected  my  letters  and  refufed 
to  hear  of  me  •,  which  to  Traytors  even  you  never  did. 

"  What,  therefore,  remaineth  for  me  ?  Only  this,  to 
befeech  your  Majefiy,  on  the  very  knees  of  my  heart,  to 
conclude  my  punifhment,  my  mifery,  and  my  life  altogether, 
that  I  may  go  to  my  Saviour,  who  hath  paid  himfelf  a 
ranfom  for  me  ;  and  whom,  methinks,  I  ftill  hear  calling 
me  out  of  this  unkind  world,  in  which  I  have  already 
lived  too  long,  and  ever  thought  myfelf  too  happy." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

«  Was  this— 

This  endlefs  mifery — this  curelefs  malice — 
This  /notching  from  me  all  my  youth  together  y 
All  that  you  made  me  for  ?^^ 

Thierry  and  Theodoret,  a(5l  v.  {c,  ii. 


CAGED  Eagle,  the  Lion  in  a  toyle,  Leviathan 
hooked,  Man  manacled  and  fettered  !  In  thele 
how  is  Nature  thwarted,  eflopped,  bobbed, 
degraded  !  An  Earl  of  England,  a  gentleman  of  high 
defcent,  of  untarnifhed  honour,  of  poliftied  wit — how  fhall  he 
brook  fuch  an  affront  to  true  nobility,  birth,  courage,  fenfe, 
as  hath  fo  unjuftly  been  put  upon  my  Lord  ?  Is  there  no 
bourne  to  patience  ?  May  not  we  tread  thofe  foft  banks 
till  our  compliant  feet  flick  in  the  very  mud  of  cowardice  ? 
Sol 
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The  paltry  fentence  proved  how  petty  was  the  charge. 
"  Juftice  had  her  balance  taken  from  her,"  as  Mafter 
Francis  facetely  furmifed ;  "  my  Lord  was  wounded  in  the 
back ! "  True,  Mafter  Bacon,  true  •,  and  it  is  to  be 
lamented  that  you  were  the  Brutus  whofe  blow  fo  bafely 
thruft  at  his  manly  heart ! 

Her  Grace,  urged  by  Cecyl,  had,  as  Ralegh  foretold > 
entered  her  anger  and  her  pride  with  the  accufation.  But 
the  Council,  not  finding  my  Lord  guilty  of  any  ferious 
crime,  fo  would  they  not  condemn  him  greatly. 

Yet  this  fentence  would  let  down  her  Majefly  as  one 
touched  o'  the  fpleen  rather  than  equable.  She  muft  flill 
ftand  *  Semper  eadem^  before  the  world  !  So  ^twas  with  an 
ill  grace  the  Royal  prerogative  of  mercy  fpake,  "  the  Earl 
of  Effex  is  at  liberty  !  " 

Cecyl  now  found  that  he  had  overwrought  himfelf. 
And  wifely  and  in  time  had  he  checked  hand ;  warding  ofF 
from  the  Star-Chamber  her  vindictive  Majefty.  Ralegh, 
on  the  other  fide,  upon  a  conceit  of  its  certain  violation  of 
all  forms  of  law,  and  traditional  draining  towards  the 
Sovereign's  will,  had  looked  forward  to  that  profecution  as 
the  very  iiire  end  of  EfTex's  career  j  trufting  to  his  own 
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quality  fo  to  exacerbate  the  Queen  as  to  procure  a  flinging 
fentence. 

If,  then,  Cecyl  had  carried  it  too  fafl  at  firfl,  he  had 
redeemed  his  place  with  the  Queen,  with  the  Council, 
with  prudent  people,  and  indeed  with  EfTex.  But  Ralegh, 
once  fo  cautious,  getting  excited  in  the  contemplation  of 
an  imaginary  goal,  loft  his  judgement,  fmothering  his  wit 
in  his  rage.  Thus,  urging  her  Majefty  to  farther  pafTages 
than  fhe  willed,  he  lofl  all  government  over  her.  That 
dog  who,  having  a  fpecial  bone  in  's  mouth,  faw  his  fhadow 
in  the  flream,  ftriving  to  fnatch  the  larger  morfel,  what 
happed  him  ?  Sir  Walter  loft  his  place  at  Court  j  and  Cecyl, 
unhelped  of  him,  thought  it  not  bound  on  him  to  afk  the 
fweet  wine  monopoly  for  him.  The  big  bone  in  the  river 
vaniihed  when  the  little  bone  fell  to  the  bottom  ! 

All  now  knew  Sir  Walter  to  be  an  open  enemy  of  EITex, 
and  hated  him  accordingly.  Some  flill  hoped  Sir  Robert 
would  be  his  friend.  And  Harry  Howard  told  my  Lord 
fo ;  afluring  all  men  of  the  good  faith  of  jocofe  Mafter 
Secretary. 

Then,  the  Earl  going  for  change  of  air,  the  Lord  Harry 
bore  a  melTage  from  him  to  her  Grace:    to  wit — "That 
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he  kifled  her  Royal  hand,  and  the  rod  which  had  correfted, 
not  ruined  him  ;  but  he  could  never  recover  his  wonted 
joy  till  he  beheld  her  comfortable  eyes,  which  had  been 
his  guiding  flars,  and  by  the  conduft  whereof  he  had  failed 
moft  happily  whilft  he  held  his  courfe  in  jufl:  latitude." 
And  he  made  a  profane  fimilitude  of  himfelf  to  Nabucho- 
donofor,  which  it  were  not  well  to  chronicle.  The  Queen 
rejoiced  at  thefe  words,  faying,  "Would  God  his  deeds 
would  accord  with  his  words  !  He  hath  long  time  tried  my 
patience ;  and  I  muft  have  fome  time  to  make  proof  of  his 
humility.  My  father  would  not  have  endured  fuch  per- 
verfenefs.  But  I  will  not  look  behind  me,  left  with  Lot's 
wife  I  be  turned  into  a  Pillar  of  Salt.  All  is  not  gold  that 
glifteneth.  If  this  could  be  brought  to  pafs  with  the  fur- 
nace, I  fhould  be  more  favourable  to  the  profeffion  of 
Alchemy." 

Then  Mafler  Philofopher  CufFe,  who  had  always  per- 
fuaded  the  Earl  that  he  fhould  by  no  means  confefs  him- 
felf guilty,  but  floutly  defend  his  caufe,  fuffering  no  breach 
to  be  made  in  his  honour,  fo  fharply  taxed  him  as  a  man  of 
a  faint  heart,  and  the  reft,  which  had  perfuaded  him  to  the 
contrary,  to  be  men  of  but  flender  judgement,  that  EfTex, 
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being  difpleafed  with  him,  ordered  him  to  be  flricken  out 
of  the  lift  of  his  fervants  :  which,  notwithftanding.  Sir 
Gilly,  the  fteward,  being  fecretly  of  the  fame  opinion,  did 
not,  fearing  left  CufFe  in  ftomach  fhould  join  the  enemies. 
And  prefently,  my  Lord  again  allowing  him  accefs,  Mafter 
Philofopher  fung  the  fame  fong  in  his  ears  ;  but  now  more 
boldly  than  before :  to  wit — That  Effex  had  betrayed  his 
caufe,  by  confefling  that  thereby  he  had  undergone  fuch 
lofs  of  his  reputation  as  was  greater  than  could  be  valued, 
and  was  to  be  redeemed  even  with  his  life.  That  the 
Lord  Harry  Howard  and  the  reft  had  wound  themfelves 
into  credit  with  him  in  fmall  matters,  that  they  might 
deceive  him  in  greater ;  having  expoied  him  as  a  prey  unto 
his  enemies.  That  he  was  quite  debarred  from  all  hope  of 
former  ftate  unlefs  he  would  feek  it  even  in  defperation. 
He  ihould  therefore  think  of  fomewhat  worthy  himfelf  for 
the  full  recovery  of  his  reputation  and  eftate;  both  by 
delivering  his  friends  from  fervitude,  and  the  kingdom 
from  the  impotent  rule  of  certain  perfons. 

To  thefe  fuggeftions  my  Lord  ftopped  his  ears,  yet  not 
fo  fully  but  that  the  gift  of  them  fank  into  his  morbid 
ima^ation  ;  therein  fermenting,  as  one  might  fay,  till  at 
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length  the  fame  came  up  atop.  Yet  he  faid  he  flill  had 
an  ajQured  hope  of  her  Grace's  favour  to  him  j  trufting, 
haply,  to  the  charm  of  that  myflerious  angel,  her  Grace*s 
picture  in  the  Ring,  with  the  pleafant  conceited  pofy, 
**  Semper  eadem.^^ 

The  Countefs  of  Warwick,  his  fall  friend,  had  coun- 
felled  him  to  lodge  in  Greenwich,  where  the  Court  now 
lay ;  and  watching  his  opportunity,  the  Queen  being  in  a 
pleafant  humour,  iffue  forth  and  caft  himfelf  at  her  royal 
feet.  But  when  my  Lord  told  this  to  Cuffe,  "  Fie  !  fie ! " 
quoth  he,  "  you  iliall  only  prepare  additional  difgrace  and 
humiliation  for  yourfelf.  And  then  the  Earl  bethought  him 
of  cafmg  very  bravely  j  and  on  the  Coronation  day  running 
as  heretofore  a  tilt  in  honour  of  his  Royal  miflrefs,  coming 
in  the  full  panoply  of  his  moft  gorgeous  armour,  aflride  on 
Comet ;  triumphing  in  that  prefence,  out  of  which  both  by 
her  own  voice  he  was  commanded,  and  by  her  own  hands 
thruft  forth.    But  neither  would  CufFe  have  this  exploit  tried. 

Behold  how  great  a  fire  a  little  fpark  kindleth  ! — "  The 
Farming  thefe  fweet  wines,  the  term  whereof  is  now 
well  nigh  expired,  will  your  Majefiy  be  pleafed  to  grant  to 
your  humble  fervant,  R.  Essex  ?" 


A  Spark  falleth. 


The  Queen  now  anfwered  him  fhortly  (for  he  had  afked 
this  queilion  more  than  once,  it  being  gaineful  to  his  eftate) 
and  peremptorily,  by  paufes  •,  for  (he  was  ftirred,  yet  kept 
her  temper  between  her  lips,  as  the  faying  is — "  That  fhe 
muft  firft  fee  what  value  it  was  of.  For  benefits  are  not  to 
be  beflowed  blindfold." 

Anon  fhe  giveth  it  to  one  Billinglley  to  hufband  for  her- 
felf,  EfTex  remonftrating,  as  being  thereby  ruined  and 
undone  of  his  confident  hopes.  She  fayeth,  "  That  an 
unruly  horfe  mufl  be  abated  of  his  provender,  that  he  may 
be  the  better  brought  to  management.  Then  fhe  fpake 
commendingly  of  that  aphorifm  of  the  Phyfician,  "  Corrupt 
bodies,  the  more  thou  feedeft  them  the  more  thou  hurteft 
them."  Upon  thefe  anfwers  (which  were  unkindly  carried 
to  him),  EfTex  being  inwardly  perplexed,  boiled  with  anger. 
And,  giving  over  his  judgement  to  his  affeftions,  hearkened 
to  Cuffe  and  other  kindle-coals  of  fedition  :  that  now  at 
length  it  appeared  plainly  that  the  Queen,  the  Council,  and 
his  adverfaries  were  refolved  to  thrufl:  him  into  extreme 
poverty :  that  he  fhould  live  upon  the  alms  bafket,  and 
gather  crumbs  under  the  table ;  and  as  a  poor  man,  ne- 
glefled  of  the  Queen,  he  might  be  neglected  of  all  men, 
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forfaken  of  his  friends,  and  held  in  fcorn,  being  triumphed 
over  by  his  enemies.  This  was  more  than  the  Earl  of 
EfTex  could  well  flomach  !  From  forrow  and  repentance, 
yea,  from  praying  and  hearing  of  fermons,  to  rage  and 
rebellion  of  heart,  he  fhifted  fuddenly.  Harrington,  vifiting 
him,  "  Thank  Heaven  ! "  quoth  he,  "  I  am  fafe  at  home, 
and  if  I  go  in  fuch  troubles  again  I  deferve  the  gallows  for 
a  meddling  fool.  For  he  uttered  fuch  ftrange  words, 
bordering  on  fuch  ftrange  defigns,  that  I  was  fain  hafte 
forth  from  his  unruly  prefence.  His  fpeeches  of  the  Queen 
become  none  who  hath  '  mens  fana  hi  corpore  Cano^  The 
man*s  foul  feemeth  toffed  to  and  fro,  like  the  waves  of  a 
troubled  fea."  And  what  he  fpake  of  the  Queen  it  feems 
he  flinted  not  to  write  unto  her.  "  You  may  tell  thofe  that 
thirfl  and  gape  after  my  ruin,  that  you  have  now  an  advan- 
tage that,  being  in  paflion,  I  fpake  rafhly."  And  this  too 
fell  from  him ;  which  was  by  fome  carried  to  her  ear. 
"  When  I  expelled  a  harveft,  a  tempefl  is  arifen  unto  me. 
If  I  be  wanting  to  myfelf,  my  friends,  and  my  country,  it  is 
'long  of  others,  not  of  me.  The  Queen  hath  thruft  me 
down  into  a  private  life  :  I  cannot  ferve  with  bafe  obfequi- 
oufnefs.     Neither  doth  my  confcience  accufe  me.     I  have 
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unjuflly  been  committed  to  cuflody.  Princes  have  not  an 
infinite  power :  they  may  err  with  others.  I  have 
received  wounds  to  my  honour  !  Let  them  triumph  :  I  will 
not  follow  their  chariot !  Thefe  things  muft  have  an  end. 
The  Queen  is  an  old  woman.  She  is  now  no  lefs  crooked 
in  mind  than  in  body ;  as  curil  in  humour  as  fhe  is 
cankered  in  her  carcafs  ! " 


^^^ 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 


Ohy  behold  this  ring, 


Whofe  high  refpeB  afjd  rich  validity 

Did  lack  a  parallel." 

All's  Well  that  Ends  Well,  a<5l  v.  {c.  3. 

"  Tou  could,  for  a  need,Jludy  afpeech  olfome  dozen  or  Ctxteen 
Imes,  nvhich  I  ivotddfet  doivn  and  injert  inH  I  could  you  not  ?" 

Hamlet,  aft  n.  fc.  11. 

UCH  is   the   force  of  heaven-bred   poefy ! 

'Tis  as  a  cool  breeze  upon  the  crifped  fkin  ! 

To  the  recovering  fick  man,  funfhine,  air  ! 
'Tis  a  perpetual  fountain  running  happinefs  !  To  the 
wounded  fpirit,  a  fweet  balm  of  fympathy  !  How  comfort- 
able, the  mind  being  overwrought  or  the  body  weary, 
when  'tis  the  imagination  only  works,  and  your  thoughts 
and  feelings  fhall  be  handfomely  decked  for  you  !  'Tis  the 
Iheen  eflence  of  life — no  lefs  ! 
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"  Now  the  rofe  and  the  peony,  our  carnations  and  flreaked 
gilly-flowers,  the  daffodil  and  lilly,  wild  thyme  and 
bold  oxlip :  nay,  the  nodding  violet,  the  pied  daify,  pale 
primrofes  that  die  unmarried  ere  they  can  behold  bright 
Phoebus  in  his  ftrength,  the  marygold  that  goeth  to  bed 
with  the  fun,  and  with  him  rifes  weeping ; — as  they  could 
not  have  fcent  nor  colour  without  light  and  warmth,  moif- 
ture  and  breath ;  fo  man,  if  he  have  no  poetry  in  himfelf — 
and  'ds  the  fame  with  mufic — one  not  moved  with  concord 

of  fweet  founds,  is  fit  for" And  by  this  time  Mafter 

Shakfpeare  had  reached  the  wicket  in  the  Strand  leading  • 
to  Effex-houfe, 

As  he  approached  the  Earl's  prefence,  Cuffe  looked  up 
from  fome  letters  he  was  writing.  There  was  a  filent 
recognition.  Antony  Bacon  gave  him  good-morrow, 
flaying  for  the  nonce  the  burning  of  papers  in  a  brazier. 
My  Lord  was  retired,  whifpering  with  Sir  William  Cheney ; 
but  both  rofe  to  greet  the  Poet. 

Now  Sir  Thomas  was  unable  to  ride  long  journeys.  He 
was  fafl  drawing  towards  the  threefcore  years  and  ten  the 
fweet  Pfalmifl  of  Ifrael  fpeaketh  of.  But  Sir  William  had 
been  feveral   times  to  London,  feeking  to  fee  his  friend. 
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'Twas  utterly  in  vain,  as  you  well  know,  fo  guarded  was 
each  paflage  ;  and  it  had  only  been  by  Davy,  once  or 
twice,  that  he  had  fped  a  word  through  'Zekiel  to  the 
Earl.  So  foon,  however,  as  this  ftriflnefs  was  relaxed,  he 
had  haflened  up.  Oh,  how  heartily  they  met  •,  and  oh, 
how  fondly  cherifhed  was  the  memory  of  that  embrace  ! 
At  this  moment  "William  was  urging  ElTex  wholly  to  retire 
from  court,  leaving  all  cares  behind ;  to  retreat,  once  and 
for  ever,  from  the  mere  vanity  of  fhadowy  joys,  and  to 
inhabit  home  at  Chartley,  where,  with  wife  and  children, 
he  would  enjoy  the  real  happinefs  of  life.  He  tliought  he 
was  making  fome  impreffion ;  for  though,  when  he  raifed 
his  voice,  Mafler  CufFe  would  fcowl,  ever  and  anon  he  met 
good  Antony's  approving  eye. 

Mafter  Shakfpeare  came,  he  faid,  to  do  his  fervice  to  my 
Lord  •,  and,  if  it  might  ftand  with  my  Lord's  pleafure  to 
accept  a  trifle,  he  ihould  feel  himfelf  honoured  offering  his 
lafl  writ  Comedy.  Effex  was  more  than  gracious,  nay,  very 
thankful — "  For,"  faid  he,  "  there  be  more  caft  ftones  at  a 
dog  with  an  evil  name,  than  care  to  give  him  a  piece  of  their 
dinner."  And  William  afked,  "  What  might  the  Comedy 
be  ?  "  and  the  Poet  faid,  "  'Tis  the  Merchant  of  Venice." 
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"  A  new  ftory  ?  "  afked  Antony,  from  his  day  bed  in  the 
corner. 

"  Nay,  fir,  from  the  Italian.  The  flory  of  one  Gernutus, 
a  Jew,  and  a  Tale  of  Three  Cafkets  interwoven — woof  and 
warp,  as  I  may  fay." 

"  Is't  grave  or  gay  ?  "  afked  Eflex. 

"  'Tis  a  cloudy  day,  my  Lord,  yet  with  a  pleafant  an  d 
hopeful  funfet." 

"  The  wholefomefl  weather  cometh  after  your  mod 
violent  florms,"  muttered  Mafter  Philofopher. 

And  now  the  author  took  from  his  pocket  a  fmall  roll, 
his  manufcript :  'twas  fairly  writ — fcarce  a  blot  on  the 
paper.  And  my  Lord,  thanking  him  for  fo  great  an 
evidence  of  his  good-will,  prayed  his  reading  of  a  fcene  or 
two. 

The  player  turned  fome  pages,  as  he  gave  an  outline  of 
his  plot,  and  then  fped  on  with  the  Fourth  Act. 

"  Sooth  !"  faid  my  Lord,  when  there  was  a  paufe,  "  I'd 
give  a  pound  of  my  poor  flefh  to  fettle  with  my  needy 
creditors.'* 

"  'Tould  hardly  fatisfy  Jome^  my  Lord,"  quoth  CufFe. 
"  They'd  afk  your  blood." 

VOL.  III.  S 
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"  Nay,  'tis  not  in  the  bond  !  "  put  in  William  pleafantly, 
neither  feeing  the  other's  drift,  nor  knowing  how  defperate 
Eflex's  fortunes  were.  But  Antony  looked  grave  ;  and 
then  the  player  read  on  to  the  end. 

"  What  a  jingle  you  keep  up  about  the  Ring,  fir  !  "  faid 
the  Earl. 

"  'Tis  a  trifle,  my  Lord,  catcheth  a  dull  imagination. 
Something  with  a  fecret  virtue,  that  fhall,  as  it  were,  alter 
a  due  courfe  of  things,  roufes  that  fenfe  of  myftery  I  believe 
we  all  pofl^efs  a  little  of." 

«  Ha ! " 

"  'Tis  for  that  the  ignorant  and  homely  covet  miracles," 
quoth  Cuffe— «eh?" 

« What  would'fl:  with  this,  Shakfpeare  ? "  faid  Effex, 
taking  from  his  forefinger  the  Royal  effigy,  fet  in  an  aureole 
of  diamonds — "  What  with  this  ?" 

"  'Tis  the  Queen  ! — a  flattering" 

"  Flattering,  indeed  !  "  quoth  Cuffe. 

"  Her  Elighnefs  gave  it  me  ere  I  went  to  Gades,  with  a 
promife  of  her  favour  on  the  fight  of  it.  What  think'ffc  of 
airing  it  in  her  Grace's  eye  ?" 

"  Oh  forbear,  good  Lord  !"  cried  Cuffe. 
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"  No,  no,  dear  EfTex  !     No,  no  !"  cried  William. 

"  It  would  be  of  no  ufe  now,"  quietly  dropped  Antony. 

"  It  would  be  romantic — eh  ?  " 

«  Dear  EfTex,  no  !  " 

"  What  fay'fl,  Sir  Poet ,?  " 

"  *TwouId  be  a  fit  ending  for  a  Comedy,  my  Lord.     In 
your  Lordfhip's  ufe  of  it  I  am  not  verfed." 

"  Ah  !  and  the  firft  aft  of  a  Tragedy,  I  wean  ! "  faid  Cuffe 
bitterly. 

"  After  fo  long  a  let,  no  boot  at  all,"  fighed  good  Mafter 
Antony  :  "  there  was  a  time  " 

And  William  drew  nigh  to  EfTex.  He  knew  not  how 
matters  ftood.  The  generous  Earl  had  ever  (but  then  in 
Ireland,  when  overcome  with  fpleen  and  ficknefs)  held 
fecret  from  his  friend  his  policy  as  well  as  ufance  with  the 
Queen ;  and  William  was  well  content  that  what  he  could 
neither  fhare  in  nor  approve  was  To  far  a  fhut  up  fubjeft. 
Now,  therefore,  in  free  ignorance  of  what  was  pafTmg,  he 
beTought  the  Earl,  more  earneflly  than  before,  to  leave  the 
Court,  the  Queen,  London. 

"  And,"  faid  he,  "  in  more  quiet  days — when  (he,  the 
now  Majefty  of  England" 
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"  Ha  !  "  faid  the  Poet. 

"  Lieth  rotting  in  cold  obflru6tion  " 

''  Ha ! " 

"  You,  your  honoured  wife,  your  dear  children — round 
about  your  table — EfTex,  dear,  dear  Eflex — I  with  mine — 
we  together,  Eflex  !  as  we  have  ever  been  " 

Poor  William's  voice  was  failing.  A  tear  flood  dim- 
ming the  Earl's  bright  eye.  His  lips  moved  involun- 
tary. 

"  We,  and  our  little  ones,  fliall  look  upon  this  image, 
fmiling  !  Nay,  change  its  lying  pofy,  EflTex,  and  fcornfully 
fcratch  in  lieu  " 

"  W^hat,  Wm  ?— what  ? " 

**  Principiwi  aiiikitias  !  " 

And  Eflex  prefled  William's  hand.  All  his  heart  feemed 
in  that  touch. 

Now  one  cometh  to  the  door.  The  Lord  Harry  Howard 
craveth  entrance.  So  "William  and  his  Poet  friend  with- 
draw. 

And  after  a  few  days  William  went  home  again,  com- 
forted and  hopeful  for  his  friend.  Sir  Thomas,  too,  was 
mo''e  at  eafe. 
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In  the  lobby  meeteth  them  Sir  Gilly  Meyrick,  beckoning 
the  player  into  a  fecret  place. 

«  Ha,  Mafler  Shakfpeare  !  " 

"  Your  fervant,  Sir  Gilly  !  "  faid  the  Poet. 

"  A  word  with  you." 

"  And  twenty,  good  fir,  an  it  pleafe  you  ! " 

"  In  my  Lord's  behalf." 

"  As  many  more  !  " 

And  then  the  fteward,  with  flourifhed  roundings  and  wide 
fpeeches,  cometh  towards  the  point  thus  : — 

"  Would  it  convene,  fir,  with  your  players  fo  far  to 
pleafure  my  Lord,  as  to  adl  fuch  ftufF  as  might  for  the  nonce 
ferve  my  Lord  ?  " 

"  Of  a  verity.  Sir  Steward  ! " 

"  And  to  the  purpofe  ?     My  Lord  his  prefent  cafe — his 

future" 

^'  You  are  too  far  off,  fir,  I  cannot  attain  to  the  conceit 
of    your   intelligency !       An    my    Lord   pleafe,    Ambrofe 

Phillips  fhall,  I  doubt  not,  put  on  the  ftage  " 

Sir  Gilly  now  entereth  nearer  home — but  flill  a  long 
way  from  the  matter — ufing  fuggeftions,  as  thus  :  "  Should 
my  Lord  make  fuch  and  fuch  efforts,  fay — with  more  or 
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lefs  oftent  of  violence,  per  cafe — for,  iir,  you  are  aware  'tis 
not  feemly  certain  evil  perfons  be  employed  in  ftate  affairs  : 
—my  Lord,  as  I  faid,  endeavouring  to  remove  pernicious 
councils  from  a  certain  perfon :  claiming  back  for  himfelf 
thofe  things  his  adverfaries  had  wronged  him  in  : — to  wit, 
charters,  cuftomary  rights,  letters-patent,  and  fo  forth — to 
thruft   out,  you  underhand,   fir,  thofe    caterpillars    o'  the 

ilate" 

"  I  do  agnize  your  deep  intelligence.  Sir  Gilly'' 


"  Now  what  Hiftory,  fir,  good  Mailer  Shakipeare  ?  " 

«  Richard  the  Second  ?  " 

"  'Tis  an  old  play,  is  't  not  ?  " 

"  Of  fome  four  or  five  years.  Like  your  ox  beef.  Sir 
Steward  •,  in  its  prime,  I  hold  it !  " 

"  'Twould  be  more  to  the  purpofe  were  it  frefh.  Is  't 
witty — refpe6live  ?  " 

"  'Tis  one  o'  the  beft  my  poor  brain  conceived,  fir.  You 
/hall  afk  others  their  cenfure  of  it." 

"  Go  to  !  Can'fl  foift  fome  fpecial  lines,  fitting  the  time, 
the  attempt,  and  fo  forth — eh  ? " 

"  V  faith,  fir,  there  be  enow  of  them  already  for  any 
reafonable  purpofe  !  The  Lord  Chamberlain  did  hefitate  to 
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licence  it ;  and,  though  'twas  carefully  writ,  't  hath  been 
fcarcely  played" 

"  I  know  't  not." 

"  There  is  fome  fimilitude  between  that  Hereford  and 
this  :  my  Lord  and  Harry  Bolingbroke.  And,  for  your 
purpofe,  will  not  this  fadge? 

"  As  I  was  bamJJicdy  I  ivas  hanifhed  Hereford : 
But  as  I  cojne^  I  come  for  Lancafler — 
Will  pu  permit  that  Ifhouldjland  condemned 
A  ivandering  vagabond ;  my  rights,  7ny  royalties 
Plucked  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  auuay 
To  upfiart  unthrifis?'' 

"  'Twill— 'twill !   Good — very  good  !  " 

"  Then  for  thofe  cankers  of  a  calm  world's  peace,  Bufny, 
Bagot,  Greene" 

"  Ay,  ay  !     Cecyl,  Cobham,  Grey!" 

"  Nat  Field  fhall  catch  the  Secretary's  gait,  I  warrant. 
We'll  drefs  up  the  others  to  their  types." 

"  Dare  ye  mock  Ralegh  ?  " 

"  Ay  !  in  Aumerle  •,  Condel  's  the  man — refembles  him  i' 
the  figure." 

"  And  in  the  foothing  vein,  fir  :  ihould  her   Grace  mif- 
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like  it,  or  the  Lords  o'  the  Council  curioufly  enquire 
into  't." 

"So— 

'  Harry  Bol'wgbroke^ 

On  both  his  hnees,  doth  hfs  Kifig  Richard's  ha?id ; 
And  fends  allegiance  and  true  faith  of  heart 
To  his  mofl  royal  perfon.     Hither  come 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  poiver; 
Provided  that ' 

"  Well !  well !  'tis  writ  to  the  very  end.  '  Provided  that ; ' 
marry,  'tis  good.  My  Lord,  or  fome  in  his  behalf,  fhall  fee 
the  play,  and  fignify  what  he  would  have  altered,  and  to 
what  intent  newly  writ." 

«  With  Phillips,  fir,  for  the  ftage  !  " 

"  Ay,  fir — ay  !  " 

And  fo  the  Poet,  who  was  not  much  of  a  confpirator 
you  fee,  got  himfelf  ferried  o'er  to  South wark,  and  there 
an  end. 


^^^^^^ 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


"  /  ivill  go  root  aiuay 

The  noifome  iveeds,  that  ivithout  profit  fuck 
The  foWs  fertility  from  ivholefome  floivers ." 
Why  fhould  ive,  in  the  compafs  of  a  pale  ^ 
Keep  laiv,  and  form  ^  and  due  propoi-tion  ; 
Shewing,  as  in  a  modely  our  firm  eftate, 
When  our  fea-iv ailed  garden,  the  ivhole  landy 
Is  full  of  iveeds ;  her  fairefi  fiotvers  choked  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  ufipruned,  her  hedges  ruined. 
Her  knots  difordered,  atid  her  ivholefoine  herbs 
Siuarming  luith  caterpillars^ 

K.  Richard  II.  act  iii.  fc.  iv. 

"  Ctzfar  mufl  think 

When  cnefo  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.      Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  difiraclion  :  never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itfef" 

Ant.  and  Cleop.  a6l  iv.  {c.  i. 

ATHOLOGISTS  propound  that  when  the  en- 
trails fhall  be  mightily  irritate  by  violent  over- 
^^1   workings,  the  brain  then  is  apt  to  fuffer  detri- 
ment ;  by  reafon  that  its  membranous  textures  be  of  the 
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fame  kind  with  the  inner  linings  of  the  parts  fo  ailing.  And 
there  is  this  fympathy  between  mind  and  matter :  to  wit, 
that  whereas,  under  a  difeafed  body,  the  Reafon  is  relaxed, 
the  Imagination  confufed,  nay,  the  very  AfFeflions  turned 
aftray — which  end  appeareth  by  the  phyfician's  remedy 
nerving  up  the  wit,  clearing  the  conceit,  and  refloring  to 
their  wont  the  feelings  of  the  heart :  fo  alfo,  when  the  mind 
be  toITed  by  any  paffion,  or  even  tired  by  over  ufe,  what 
injury  to  thofe  interior  chambers  of  the  body,  where  take 
place  the  difgeftion  and  aiTunilation  of  our  food  ?  For  then 
what  pains  enfue !  Burnings  and  naufeous  tafles,  aches, 
indolencies — not  to  fpeak  of  more  •,  till  the  whole  carcafs 
fhall  become  but  a  fick  lump  of  ill-obftruftion  ! 

Now,  as  all  leagues  and  amities  confift  of  mutual  intelli- 
gence and  mutual  offices,  fo  this  league  of  mind  and  body  hath 
thefe  two  parts  5  how  the  one  difclofeth  the  other,  and  how 
the  one  worketh  upon  the  other — difcovery  and  impreiTion. 
And,  although  they  have  of  later  time  been  coupled  with 
fiiperftitious  and  fantaftical  arts,  yet,  being  purged  and  re- 
ftored  to  their  true  ftate,  they  have  both  of  them  a  folid  ground 
in  nature,  and  a  profitable  ufe  in  life. 

Touching  impreffion,  the  confideration  is  double :  either 
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how  and  how  far  the  humours  and  alFecls  of  the  body  do 
alter  or  work  upon  the  mind ;  or,  again,  how  and  how  far 
the  paflions  or  apprehenfions  of  the  mind  do  alter  or  work 
upon  the  body. 

And  if  any  man  of  weak  judgment  do  conceive  that  this 
fufFering  of  the  mind  from  the  body  doth  either  queftion  the 
immortality,  or  derogate  from  the  authority  of  the  foul,  he 
may  be  taught  in  eafy  inftances,  that  the  infant  in  the  mo- 
ther's womb  is  compatible  with  the  mother  and  yet  fepa- 
rable :  and  the  mofl  abfolute  monarch  is  fometimes  led  by 
his  fervants,  and  yet  without  fubjeclion,  as  faith  Mafter 
Francis. 

Now^,  fo  it  was  with  Effex.  Under  that  Iriih  flux,  and 
thorough  the  harfh  treatment  of  the  Queen  and  her  eight 
Phyficians,  body  and  mind  languiflied^  and  finally  fuccumbed. 
Firft  the  body — next  the  mind.  Anon  the  mind  reacts 
upon  the  body.  And  for  two  years  paft  this  malady  had 
been  gaining  on  him  both  ways.  Nor  was  he  much  holpen 
of  the  Chirurgeons,  nor  yet  by  the  Divines,  of  whom  he  had 
great  ftore.  For  either  of  them  would  be  fain  cafl  the  care 
of  him  upon  the  other  ;  or  fomewhere  elfe,  having  no  cer- 
tain remedy,  but  empyrical  only. 
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"  jEgrotat  aji'imo  tnagis  quam  cor  pore  I  "  faith  a  Doctor 
folemnly.     "  For  a  mind  difeafed  " 

"  Tliou  haft  no  healing  medicine  !  "  tauntingly  replies  the 
Preacher.  "  The  patient  needeth  thofe  waters  that  ifTue 
oat  of  the  fanfluary  !  'Tis  they  fhall  purge  the  ftuifed 
confcience." 

"  In  phrenzies  and  in  melancholy  pa/Tions  we  ex- 
hibit " 

"  Go  up  unto  Gilead,  and  take  Balm  !  In  vain  fhalt  thou 
ufe  many  medicines." 

Alas,  alas  !  poor  Effex  ! 

Inflamed  with  fpleen,  his  diforder  being  intermittent,  one 
while  he  is  orderly  and  the  next  violent.  You  fhall  find 
him  as  weak  in  mind  as  fickly  in  body  one  day ;  ftrong  in 
both  to-morrov/.  Yet  for  the  moil  part  he  had  now  grown 
angry  and  turbulent  in  his  fpeech,  hafty  and  overbearing  in 
his  will ;  yielding  to  no  judgement,  nor  guiding  himfelf  by 
any  rule.  His  whole  nature  feemed  turned — as  egar- 
droppings  into  milk ;  and,  above  all,  he  that  had  erfl  had  a 
head  fo  clear  for  bufmefs,  a  heart  fo  firm  of  purpofe,  and  a 
confcience  fo  powerful  in  the  dire6fing  of  his  aflions,  was 
now  confufed,  perplexed,  nay,  even  wanton  and  fdly  in 
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underflanding  :  incertain,  wavering,  inconflant  in  his  defires, 
and  without  a  principle  or  Pole-Star  by  which  to  adjufl: 
the  guiding  of  his  hfe  or  the  compafTing  of  his  ends  :  EfTex, 
now  fuch  an  one,  cafleth  about  for  a  grievance.  Imaginary 
evils  are  as  flrong  as  real  ills  :  as  a  hollow  friend  is  worfe 
than  an  open  foe.  Like  a  poor  dramatift  looking  for  a  tale 
to  work  on,  he  conceiveth  he  might  at  once  prejudice  his 
adverfaries  ;  charging  them  to  the  Queen,  and  to  her 
fuppofed  lineal  fuccefTor,  with  favouring  the  Infanta's  title. 
Some  ftir  fhould  come  of  this  \  for  they  would  be  incapable 
of  excufe.  'Tis  fo  hard  to  prove  a  negative.  Then  would 
they  be  difgraced,  the  odious,  hateful  enemies !  Then  fhould 
he,  Eflex,  the  loved  and  praiied  of  all,  come  triumphing 
into  power ;  redintegrated  to  her  Majefty's  good- will  ! 
And  what  fortune  fhould  they  expeft  from  him  whom  they 
had  flriven  to  exclude  the  throne  ?     Certainly  none  ! 

This  was  a  fine  ftroke  of  policy :  was  it  of  my  Lord's  own 
invention,  or  by  Mafter  Philofopher  Cuffe  ? 

James,  King  of  Scots,  of  all  conceits  delighteth  in  a  Plot : 
but  with  this  provifo,  fpecially,  that  the  confpirators  be 
fafl  bound  in  prifon — he  is  dmid  elfe,  and  let  from  enquiry. 
The  matter  hath  another  intereil  then,  and  the  fenfe  of  it 
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lefs  than  royal.  This  learned  prince  whiles  would  hearken 
to  one  knows  not  what  tedious  revelations,  fo  there  were 
fome  pith  of  treafon  in  it.  As  you  have  feen  a  good  cat 
watch  at  a  certain  hole  for  hours  :  the  feely  moufe  fcarcely 
fhall  evade  her.  The  natural  bait.  You  could  draw  him 
from  all  elfe  by  the  bare  imagination  of  a  criminal  com- 
plicity. His  Majefty  and  Sir  Francis  Waifingham  had  met. 
Each  faid,  "  En  I  alter  Ego  I" 

Himfelf  was  royally  praftifed  in  that  kind,  too  •,  having,  as 
you  fhould  remember,  contrived  a  pretty  fcheme,  whereby 
murdering — and  partly  with  his  own  hand — the  Earl  of 
Gowrie  and  Mafter  Ruthvyn.  There  were  machinations 
enow  in  and  about  the  Palace  of  Holyrood  to  feed  his 
humour ;  fo,  perhaps,  he  had  little  leifure  for  meddling 
intrigues  farther  from  home. 

King  James  is  the  next  heir  to  England  (they  £iy). 
And  England  now  counts  up  fixty-feven  years  of  age. 
Elizabeth  had  not,  nor  would  fhe  name  a  fuccefTor.  The 
queftion  had  been  mooted  often :  yet  Iving  James  had  no 
plots  at  our  Court.  The  Infanta  put  forth  her  claim  to  our 
Crown,  and  openly.  How  was  it  the  Scots  King  fought 
not  her  Grace's  favour  ? 
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To  the  Scots  ICing,  therefore,  EfTex  obfervantly  writeth. 
The  power  of  his  adverfaries  he  fetteth  forth  by  name  \  to 
witj  in  the  Weft  parts  of  England,  Ralegh  was  Governor 
of  the  Ille  of  Jerfey :  in  the  Eaft  parts,  the  Lord  Cobham 
was  Warden  of  the  Cinque  ports  :  the  Lord  Burghley, 
Prefident  of  the  North;  and  Sir  George  Carew,  Prefident 
of  Munfter,  the  South  part  of  Ireland :  that  thefe  places 
weie  moft  opportune  for  letting  in  of  the  Spaniards  :  that 
thefe  men  were  well  affecled  to  the  Spaniard,  and  were 
all  at  Secretary  Cecyl's  beck,  who  now,  with  Buckhurft, 
Lord  Treafarer  (in  whofe  hands  were  the  fmews  of  war), 
and  the  Lord  Admiral  (which  had  the  command  of  her 
Majefty's  navy),  both  of  them  at  his  devotion,  had,  in  a 
manner,  the  managing  of  the  whole  State.  He  dealt  with 
King  James,  therefore,  to  fend  embaffadours  into  England, 
to  urge  a  declaration  of  his  title  of  fucceilion.  That  in  the 
mean  time  he  had  written  to  Mountjoye,  now  in  Ireland,  to 
bring  over  certain  refolute  bands  ;  and  that  he  would  pre- 
pare to  remove  from  the  Court  his  and  King  James's  pefti- 
lent  enemies.  Here  was  a  plot  for  the  Scots  to  unravel ! 
There  w^ere  thofe  at  hand  that  would  affift  EfTex  in  any  new 
attempt :  and  there  wanted  not  fuch  as  would  put  any  def- 
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perate  hazard  into  pra6lice.  The  Earl  now  left  no  means 
unufed  to  win  all  hearts  more  unto  him  5  for,  out  of  an 
opinion  of  his  virtue,  they  were  already  well  inclined  that 
way. 

And  whereas  Religion  is  the  greateft  winner  of  men's 
affections,  he  endeavoured  to  allure  unto  him  the  Puritans 
and  their  Minifters  (whom  the  Queen  approved  not), 
conceiving  that  they  who  had  been  fa6tionary  for  Leicefter 
would  now  ftand  by  him  ;  and  that,  from  old  ufe,  they 
would  rally  round  Eflex-houfe  as  heretofore.  And  withal 
he  courted  Papills  pitying  their  aiBifted  ilate.  Now,  as  for 
the  former  charge,  as  it  was  new,  fo  was  it  a  jufl  blame  on 
him  who  had  not  hitherto  followed  that  way,  and  well  knew 
that  Religion  was  not  lightly  to  be  efteemed  for  any  Policy 
whatever.  And  for  his  toleration  it  was  nothing  newj  for 
'twas  his  maxim  thorough  life  there  fhould  be  no  perfecution 
for  confcience  fake. 

Then  did  he  procure  military  men,  and  of  prompt  bold- 
nefs,  to  be  fent  for,  under  fundry  colours  and  pretences,  and 
to  be  placed  fecretly  near  about  his  houfe.  He  had  made 
many  Knights  •,  now  fhould  they  do  him  good  Knight's 
fervice. 
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All  thefe  fecretiy  meeting  in  Drury-houfe,  for  avoiding  of 
iufpicion,  the  Earl  of  ElTex  firft  propounded  a  catalogue  of 
the  noblemen  and  gentlemen  which  he  perfuaded  himfelf  to 
be  moft  addifted  unto  him,  wherein  were  reckoned  about 
one  hundred  and  twenty  Earls,  Barons,  Knights  and 
Gentlemen  of  moft  noble  houfes.  And  he  willed  them  to 
deliberate  and  report  unto  him  whether  it  were  better  to 
fe:ze  upon  the  Court,  or  upon  the  Tower  of  London,  or 
upon  both  at  once,  and  what  fhould  be  done  concerning 
the  City  of  London. 

Every  of  them  thought  it  befl  to  feize  upon  the  Palace, 
and  that  in  this  m.anner  :  Sir  Chriftopher  Blount,  with  a 
feleft  number,  fhould  take  the  Court-gate  •,  Davies,  the 
Hall  ;  Danvers,  the  Great  Chamber  (vs^here  the  guard 
watch  carelefsly)  and  the  Prefence  Chamber ;  and  EfTex 
withal,  himfelf  from  the  Mews,  fhould  come  in  armour 
with  certain  choice  men  (his  way  being  thus  made),  and, 
falling  on  his  knees,  pray  the  Queen  gracioully  to  remove 
his  adverfaries  from  their  pernicious  rule. 

So  Harry  Hereford  had  parleyed  with  King  Richard 
IL,  at  Barkloughly  ;  and  fo  York  had  threatened  Henry 
VL  on  Blackheath.    One  faid,  "  Away  with  Bufhy,  Bagot, 
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Green,  thofe  caterpillars  of  the  Commonwealth."  The 
other,  "  Remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  King,  feditious 
to  his  Grace."  Now  EfTex  willeth  Cecyl,  Ralegh,  Cobham, 
and  who  not  elfe,  ftiould  be  thrufl:  forth.  'Tis,  as  you  fee, 
an  hiflorical  paralell,  or  fome  will  go  hard  to  make  it  fo. 

The  fpirit  of  Sir  Francis  Walfmgham  did  it  hover  in  the 
air,  protefting  that  Sovereign  Lady  who  now  lay  doubly 
guarded  at  Whitehall  ? 

Whilft  the  Scottifh  EmbaiHidours,  and  an  opportune  time 
for  putting  thefe  things  in  ure  are  expefted,  fufpicions  being 
increafed,  both  by  the  more  frequent  refort  to  EiTcx- 
houfe  than  was  wont,  and  by  fome  words  let  fall  from 
the  Preachers  in  their  verbofe  and  unwhclefome  fermons, 
one  Cometh  to  efpy.  Shortly  the  Earl  was  fummoned 
before  the  Council.  Then  there  was  a  note  delivered 
fecretly  into  his  hands,  w^arning  him  to  fave  himfelf.  Who 
did  thefe  things  ? 

Sufpeifting  that  fomewhat  had  come  to  light,  yet  waver- 
ing in  mind,  he  called  his  friends.  They  queftion,  fhall  they 
forthwith  fiege  the  Court,  or  fhall  they  firft  try  the  Lon- 
doners' affefticn,  or  fliall  they  fave  them.felves  by  flight  ? 

On  this  v>^ord  runneth  to  them  one  on  fet  purpofe,  as  if 
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he  had  been  fent  from  the  citizens,  they  making  large 
promifes  of  aid.  And  this  was  cheerfully  believed,  for  my 
Lord  was  perfuaded  that  Sir  Thomas  Smith,  Sheriff  of  the 
City,  having  the  command  of  one  thoiifand  trained  foldiers, 
would  affifl  him  upon  all  occafions.  'Twas  only  Harry 
Howard  could  have  jumped  at  this. 

Then  did  EfTex  prepare  for  an  inflant  outbreak.  All 
that  night  his  meiny  ran  up  and  down,  to  give  out  that 
Ralegh,  Cobham,  and  who  elfe,  lay  in  wait  for  their  Lord's 
life.  As  the  Lord  Grey  had  wantonly  drawn  on  Southamp- 
ton t'other  day,  Effex's  imagination,  it  may  be,  had  fuggefled 
this.  Certain  it  is,  neither  Cobham,  nor  Ralegh,  nor  yet 
Grey,  would  have  ftinted  in  the  matter  on  occalion. 

Hereupon,  betimes  on  Sunday  morning,  reforted  to  him 
the  Earls  of  Rutland  and  Southampton,  the  Lords  Sandys 
and  Monteagle,  and  about  three  hundred  gentlemen  of 
prime  note. 

There  was  prefently  a  parley  betv/een  Sir  Ferdinando 
Gorges  and  Sir  Walter  Ralegh,  the  latter  fitting  in  a  boat 
off  EfTex  flairs,  which  fome  milliked,  faying  that  Gorges 
then  made  difcovery  to  Ralegh. 

The  Queen  (who   flept  not  while  guarding  her  people) 
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gave  commandment  to  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  that 
the  citizens  fhoiild  be  ready,  every  man  in  his  houfe,  to 
execute  what  fliould  be  enjoined  them.  Who  told  her 
aught  of  my  Lord  ? 

To  the  Earl  fbie  fent  the  Lord  Keeper,  the  Earl  of 
V^orcefter,  Mr.  Comptroller  and  Chief-juftice  Popham, 
afking  the  caufe  of  this  aiTembly. 

In  the  Court-yard  of  EiTex-houfe  was  a  confufed  mul- 
titude of  men,  my  Lord  and  his  friends  in  the  m/idft. 
Her  Grace's  mefTengers  are  hardly  let  in  through  the 
wicket  •,  their  fervants,  all  fave  the  Purfe-bearer,  being  fhut 
out.  To  them  EITex  in  a  loud  voice,  and  by  paufes,  yet 
wildly  and  paflioning,  "  There  is  a  plot  againil:  my  life  ! 
— Some  are  fuborned  to  ftab  me  in  my  bed  ! — "We  are 
creacheroufly  dealt  withal ! — Letters  are  counterfeited 
under  my  name  and  hand  ! — We  are  met  together  to  de- 
fend ourfelves — to  fave  our  lives — feeing  neither  my 
patience  nor  my  mifery  can  affuage  the  malice  of  my 
adverfaries,  unlefs  they  fuck  alfo  my  very  blood  !  "  Then 
was  there  a  parley :  for  the  Lord  Keeper  and  Chief 
Juftice  Popham  would  learn  particulars ;  yet  the  multi- 
tude flocking  about,  thronging  and  joftling,  "  Let  them  be 
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fiain  ! "  "  Throw  the  great  feal  into  Thames  ! "  "  Shut  'em 
up  ! "  and  luch  like  outrageous  words  were  uttered  fhout- 
ingly,  and  with  defiant  and  unruly  voices  :  to  whom  the 
Lord  Keeper  turning,  commanded  them  upon  their 
allegiance  lay  down  arms. 

Then  my  Lord,  taking  thefe  into  an  innermore  room, 
locked  up  her  Grace's  MelTengers  with  this  word,  "  Have 
patience  a  while  !  I  mud:  prefently  be  gone  into  the  city, 
to  enter  into  fome  courfe  with  my  Lord  Mayor  and  the 
Sheriffs  \  I  will  return  by  and  bye  ! "  And  the  people  in 
the  Court-yard  were  crying,  "  Let  us  go  ! " — "  They  abufe 
iuy  Lord's  patience  ! " — "  They  betray  m.y  Lord,  and  undo 
him  !"— "The  time  pafTeth  !" 

Now,  as  hath  been  evidenced,  this  was  not  a  day  on 
which  my  Lord  pofTefTed  ^  Mens  fana  in  corpore  fano :'  for 
was  he  not  in  every  thing  without  forethought  or  v/ifdom  ? 
What  were  all  thofe  vague  charges  againft  imaginary 
enemies  ?  Fumes  of  his  own  diflempered  jealoufy — no 
more.  Three  of  her  Grace's  Meffengers  were  his  very 
good  good  friends,  honefl  men  all :  wherefore  was  he 
(erd  fo  courteous-kind)  now  fo  churlifh-rude  ?  neither 
civil  anfwer   nor  hofpitable  greeting  ?    Fie,  Fie !   And   to 
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what  end  imprifon  them  ?  None  !  Truly,  he  did  not  expect 
them,  nor  was  he  prepared :  what  fhould  he  do  ?  He 
hath  not  the  rehis  of  his  mind  ftraight  to-day. 

Thorough  the  wicket,  into  the  Strand,  EfTex  and  fome 
two  hundred  men  broke  out  fiercely.  "What  for  ?  Whither 
go  ?  They  forgat  their  horfes  and  their  defign  together  ! 
Neither  had  they  provided  arms  like  foldiers  j  moft  to 
them  having  their  cloaks  wrapped  about  them,  and  their 
1  words  only.  "  For  the  Queen  ! — For  the  Queen  ! " 
cried  Effex.     "  A  plot  is  laid  for  my  life  ! " 

Oh  !  where  now  are  thofe  war-fliouts  of  old,  that  heralded 
himfelf  to  glory  and  his  troops  to  vi6tory  ?  Where  now  the 
life-born  courageous  voice  that  emulated  the  trumpet  ? 
"England!  England!"  "S.George!"  "  Entramos ! "  "  An 
EfTex  ! "  What  a  poor  pretext,  "  For  the  Queen  ! "  Was  it 
not  againft  her  Grace's  MiniAers  and  her  royal  will  he 
if  rove  ?  "  A  plot  is  laid  for  my  life  !  "  Fie,  fie,  my  Lord  I 
An  not  able  to  protect  thy  brave  and  honoured  felf  with- 
out the  pitiful  help  of  London  citizens  ?  Is  this  EfTex  ?  Is 
this  the  man  who  earned  his  fpurs  in  's  firfl  battle ;  fuc- 
ceeding  meritoriouily  Sir  Philip  Sydney  ?  Is  this  he  of 
Zutphen  ?  Is   this  that  chivalrous  Knight  that  challenged 
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Portingale  to  doubt  the  beauty  of  his  royal  miftrefs  ?  Is 
this  the  generous  hero  of  Spain's  Gades  ?  This  he  who 
flilled  and  garrifoned  all  Munfler  in  a  month  ? 

Perfonal  identity,  what  art  when  ficknefs  or  misfortune 
plagues  our  wits  ! 

There  was  no  fermon  at  Paul's  Crofs  to-day.  Her 
Grace  had  taken  order  on  it.  Now  good  Mafter  Hooker 
had  departed  (having  been  done  to  death  by  his  curft 
wife),  thefe  inftructions  were  lefs  awefuUy  attended  : 
na'th'lefs  fome  had  counted  on  idle  hearers  (as  the  new 
phrafe  is)  fwelling  the  riot.  But  the  Citizens  gazed 
vacantly.  Fat  and  greafy  by  reafon  of  their  wealth,  they 
v\^ere  fearful  withal !     Not  one  flirred. 

Perplexed  in  mind,  my  Lord's  company  come  to  Sheriff 
Smith's.  Where  are  the  one  thouilmd  of  the  trained 
bands  ?  By  the  back-door  Smith  efcapes  m.e,  as  EfTex 
entereth  to  fli"ft  himfelf  •,  he  being  mainly  heated,  and 
fweating  through  violence  of  his  inward  motion,  notwith- 
ftanding  it  was  a  cold  raw  day  in  February.     A  Fact,  Sir  ! 

Thomas  Lord  Burghley,  having  on  his  left  hand  Dethicj 
Garter  King-at-Arms,  and  William,  Earl  of  Cumberland, 
with  Sir  Thomas  Gerard,  Knight-marfhal,  in  different  parts 
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of  London,  now  proclaim,  "  God  fave  the  Queen  !  "  and 
a  trumpet  is  founded  to  give  note  to  all,  "  God  fave  the 
Queen  !  "  and  in  the  din  that  followed  all  was  loft,  fave 
"  Robert  Earl  of  EfTex,  Vifcount  Hereford,  and  his  com- 
plices. Traitors  to  our  fovereign  lady,  Elizabeth  j "  and  the 
trumpets  were  again  blafted,  and  there  were  again  fhouts 
of "  God  fave  the  Queen  !  "  But  a  cold  damp  came  over 
the  old  city,  which  echoed  not  that  fliout. 

With  a  careful  countenance  my  Lord — coming  hailily 
from  Smith's,  heareth  thefe  trumpetings  and  the  fhouts — re- 
ccgnifeth  a  proclamation  Royal,  guefTeth  at  the  purport ! 
Once  or  twice  he  cried  out  that  England  would  be  fhared 
by  the  Infanta ;  but  few  heard  and  no  man  regarded  him. 
**  The  Lord  Admiral  is  coming  with  a  Power,"  faith  one 
amazed  :  prefently  fome  of  the  accomplices  fneak  off.  Now 
Hope  fluttereth.     Anon  fhe  will  flee  away,  too  ! 

He  cafreth  in  his  mind  to  return  home.  Lo  !  a  chain  is 
drawn  acrofs  the  ftreet  near  the  weft  gate  of  Paul's  !  Pikes 
and  fhot  are  there  againft  him,  provided  by  m.y  Lord  the 
Bifhop.  EfTex  draweth  his  fword.  Is  his  old  fpirit  up  ^ 
What  will  he  do  .''  Bold  Blount  fets  upon  the  oppofites  re- 
folutely,  killing  Waite  a  private  enemy :  Tracy,  a  young 
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gentleman  the  Earl  loved,  and  one  or  two  townsfolk  fall. 
Repulfed,  his  hat  fhot  thorough,  his  followers  faft  efcaping 
him,  my  Lord^  with  a  few  which  never  would  or  could 
forfake  him,  now  turned  afide  to  Queenhithe,  and  there, 
getting  boats,  returned  home. 

Gorges  had  let  the  Council  loofe.  Matters  look  fadly. 
Certain  papers  my  Lord  cafi:  in  the  fire.  They  fhall  tell 
no  tales.  Now  for  defence.  Fortify  the  houfe.  There 
is  no  lack  of  obedience,  nor  fpirit,  nor  wit. 

Prefently  befiegeth  the  houfe,  to  landward  the  Lord 
Admiral  placing  many  Lords  and  others,  with  forces  of 
horfe  and  foot.  Himfelf,  with  others  on  the  Thames 
fide,  fiegeth  the  garden.  He  ordereth  an  afTault.  The 
trumpet  fummoneth  to  yield.  "  To  whom  1 "  cried  South- 
ampton from  the  battlements.  "  To  our  Adverfaries  ^  that 
were  to  run  upon  our  ruin  !  To  the  Queen  ^.  that  were  to 
confefs  ourfelves  guilty  ! '' 

Then  was  there  pirlcy  about  "  hoflages,"  which  was  dif- 
ailowed  *,  and  one  might  hear  the  dire  word  "  rebels  "  fall 
from  the  Lord  Admiral's  lips.  But  the  ladies  might  with- 
draw, he  laid. 

Now  my  Lord  changeth  his  mind  !     Barricadoed  houfe, 
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planted  culverin,  and  manned  walls,  thefe  were  the  conceit 
of  one  hour  :  for  the  next  a  defperate  ildly,  that  they  might 
cut  out  their  way,  and  fo  by  Highgate  fly  to  the  north,  or 
farther  ! 

"  The  flouted  counfels  are  the  fafeft,"  quoth  old  Lord 
Sandys.  "  'Tis  more  honourable  for  noblemen  to  die  fight- 
ing than  by  the  Axe." 

But  ElTex,  wavering  in  mind,  began  anon  to  think  of 
yielding ;  fignifying  that  upon  certain  terms  he  would  come 
in.  The  Lord  Admiral  refufeth  all  conditions.  The  Earl 
faith  humbly  he  would  liefer  take  than  give  conditions  ! 

Then  did  the  Earl  of  EfFex  and  all  his  complotters  fall 
upon  their  knees,  delivering  up  their  fwords,  and  yielding 
to  her  Majefty. 

'Twas  about  ten  o'clock  at  night,  and  a  foul  night  as  any 
at  that  feafon,  the  bridge  unpafTable  by  water.  Wherefore 
to  his  Grace  the  Archbifhop's  houfe  at  Lambheith  were 
committed  my  Lord  and  the  Earl  his  friend ;  whom,  when 
the  good  Prelate  faw  in  fuch  plight,  he  was  very  forrovvful 
indeed.  As  for  the  others,  into  public  prifons  were  they 
incontinently  caft  \  her  Grace  would  have  ffcillnefs  and 
order  juft  now. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

'*  Go  ihouy  and,  like  an  executioner , 

Cut  off  the  heads  of  too  fast-groiving  fprays , 
That  look  too  lofty  iti  our  Commoniuealth. 
All  must  be  even  in  our  Government ^'' 

King  Richard  II.  a61:  iii.  fc.  iv. 

HAT  awful  memories  hang  over  Weflminfter  ! 
As  you  land  at  Whitehall  Stairs,  that  old 
Palace  on  your  left,  where  her  Grace  at  this 
feafon  lieth,  will  it  not  tell  you  of  your  youthful  days,  when 
Leicefler,  Hatton,  poor  Arundel,  nay,  my  dear  Lord  the 
Earl  of  EfTex,  were,  by  turns,  the  particular  flar  of  the 
young  virgin  Queen,  her  Court — her  playful  oo,  Lyddes 
and  Robin  Redbreafl  ?  To  your  right,  away  down 
apiece,  looming  in  the  diflance,  that  holy  pile,  the  Abbey 
Church  of  S.  Peter,  it  wanteth  but  a  feemly  tower  to  match 


284  The  Noble  Traytour. 


it  with  the  grandeil.  Do  you  not  care  that  all  the  mighty 
Kjngs  of  England  have  there  been  crowned  ;  ay,  and  for 
that  matter,  many  there  lie  buried  ?  Lo  !  the  beautiful 
wrought  Apfe,  the  Lady  Chapel,  firfl:  architefture  of  the 
Tudor,  almoft  the  lail  fpecimen  of  the  Gothic  ftylej  for,  in 
truth,  that  Houfe  cruflied  the  Gothic  arch  altogether 
— and  other  Freedoms  befide  !  Her  late  Majefty  fleepeth 
therein,  under  a  plain  ftone,  as  yet  no  tablet  written.  'Tis 
a  hard  thing  for  her  fifler,  being  a  Proteflant,  to  write 
a  hopeful  epitaph  for  the  Rome-unftioned  Mary  ! 

There  be  fome  curious  monuments  of  royalty  and  genius 
in  that  Abbey.  There  they  lie,  fide  by  fide  ;  and  there  the 
kindred  afhes  of  the  Poet  and  of  his  Patron  co-mingle  !  A 
little  way  beyond,  hither  and  thither,  you  (hall  find  a  few 
fcattered  Chambers  of  the  Old  Palace,  which  the  Lancaf- 
trian  princes  loved — that  Jerufalem  in  which  the  Fourth 
Harry  was  fo  pleafed  to  die.  Then  the  worn  cloifters  j 
but  you  hke  not  to  hear  of  the  Monks,  though  fome  wife 
ones  paced  thefe  paths  whilolm  ! 

Here  is  the  Great  Hall — you  had  paiTed  it  i'  the  dark. 
Hath  the  time  been  when  this  was  not  ?  Myfterious 
erection  !     That  imm.enfe  fpace  \  that  wide-fl retched  roof! 
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Kings  have  banqueted  here  ;  and  here  horfes  have  been 
rtabled.  Parliaments  have  been  turbulently  holden  here  ; 
and  here  as  rudely  broken  up.  Here  Stephen  tyrannifed. 
Here  aids  were  given  to  John.  Peer  hath  fat  on  Peer  in 
honourable  judgment,  and  the  Sovereign  hath  fuborned  his 
own  viceregent.  InditFerent  juftice  hath  ifliied  hence,  time 
out  of  mind.  Millions  of  wealth  have  changed  hands,  and 
generations  of  untrue  decrees  wrenched  even  hope  from 
miferable  fuitors  \  while  corruption,  or  the  paltry  quirks  of 
law,  have  faved  from  righteous  punifhment  unnumbered 
packs  of  criminous  perfons.  Five  or  fix  centuries  of  law 
and  litigation  !  Five  or  fix  centuries  of  trials,  pleas,  fen- 
tences — from  breaches  of  the  forell:  laws  in  Rufus's  time, 
outlawries  of  the  earlier  Henries,  down  to  the  prefent  hour 
— your  foreftallers  and  regrators,  tavern-haunters  and 
mafterlefs  men — if  how  much  good,  what  a  mafs  of 
violence,  and  falfehood,  and  difhoneily  hath  been  perpe- 
trated here  !  Clofe  the  door  on't,  a  God's  name  !  But 
enter  and  feek  a  Handing,  for  'tis  getting  clear,  and  anon 
the  Court  will  fit. 

There  is  already  a  throng  \  'twill  aflc  fome  (hoveing  and 
elbowing  to  reach  the  upper  end,  where  a  fpace  hath  been 
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clofed  off  by  a  Barre.  All  within  is  on  a  dais,  covered  with 
red  baize.  Many  flools  ftand  ranged  in  a  half-moon.  In 
the  centre,  above  the  Chair  and  Cloth  of  Eftate,  and  againfl 
the  wall,  you  fee,  on  a  fair  efcocheon,  flourifhed  with 
green  and  white  draperies,  after  the  Tudor  fafhion,  the 
iirms  of  France  and  England  quarterly,  furmounted  with 
a  model  of  the  clofe  crown,  and  fupported  on  the  dexter 
fide  by  a  Lyon  regardant,  royally  crowned,  carved, 
and  gilded  j  and  on  the  fmifler,  a  huge  Red  Dragon 
fegreant. 

There  is  a  prefs  to  fee  fome  one,  but  attention  is  carried 
off.  A  found  of  cornets  from  within  ;  when,  from  a  fide- 
door,  enter  two  purfuivants  \  then  a  herald,  in  his  tabard, 
flanked  by  trumpets;  then  three  or  four  clerks,  gravely 
attired,  carrying  rolls  of  paper  and  their  inks  \  then  fome 
ufliers  and  tipftaves  ;  then  the  Lord  Buckhurft,  for  the 
nonce  Lord  High  Steward  of  England,  bearing  his  wand 
of  office  erecfl,  robed  according  to  his  order,  with  his 
coronet  on  his  head,  and  a  collar  of  SS.  over  his  flioulders. 
Then  a  flourifli,  and  a  call  for  filence  in  the  Queen's  name. 
Behind,  two  by  two,  follow  nine  Earls,  one  Vifcount, 
fifteen  Barons,  their  robes  and  coronets,  according  to  their 


21:.e  Peers,  287 


degrees.  The  Lord  Chief  Jiiftice,  and  the  Lord  Chief 
Baron,  with  five  Juftices-affiftant,  all  clade  in  red  and 
ermine. 

Gravely  they  are  feated.  Again  cornets,  a  fhort  delay  ; 
cornets  from  within,  a  falfe  expe6ladon,  a  burr  and  a  buzz. 
A  call  for  fdence.  The  Herald  proclalmeth,  "  God  fave 
the  Queen !  "  and  a  purfuivant  readeth  her  Grace's  warrant 
for  the  holding  of  this  Court ;  then  fhouteth,  "  God  fave 
the  Queen ! "  Again  cornets,  and  the  other  purfuivant 
declareth  the  opening  of  the  Court.  A  cold  feeling  now 
creeps  thorough  the  hearts  of  fome.  Cornet  again  from 
within.  By  a  fide-door  enter,  three  by  three,  a  guard  fully 
armed,  their  pardzans  Aiouldered,  their  captain  and  his 
anci?nts  their  fwords  drawn.  Then  Mafler  Afhton,  a 
Reverend  Chaplain,  his  Bible  in  his  hand,  his  afpeft  very 
demure.  Now  a  halberdier,  bearing  the  Axe,  the  edge 
turned  in  front  towards  the  Court ;  following,  thofe  two 
noble  kinfmen,  the  Earls  of  Elfex  and  Southampton.  Their 
ftep  firm,  their  countenances  modeft,  yet  undaunted ;  they 
defcend  into  the  Hall,  followed  by  the  Conftable  of  the 
Tower,  the  Lord  Howard  de  Walden,  and  his  deputy,  a 
company  of  archers  clofmg  up  the  file. 
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The  yeomen  and  archers  of  the  guard  are  ranged  un 
either  fide  the  Barre,  at  which  fland  the  arraigned. 

There  is  fome  whilpering  among  my  Lords  the  Peers. 

But,  pafTmg  my  Lord  Admiral,  none  of  them  are  of  note. 

Francis  Bacon  there,  juil:  within  the  Barre  !     Already  the 

world  hath  taken  note  of  his  ingenious  mind,  matched  with 

fo  great  learning.     Yet  withal  't  hath  been  fhewn  how  he 

hath  a  fordid  and  ungenerous   fpirit,  little  confonant  either 

with  wit  or  fludy.     Over  againft  you,  on  a  fide  feat,  which 

by  fome  favour  he  hath  got,  fitteth  one  fiufncd  with   eager 

expe<5f ation  :  his  fcowling  brow  difclofmg  the  vindidlivenefs 

of  his  heart,  his  glancing  eye  diredf ed  to  the  Earl  of  Effex, 

would  tell  you  that  man  was  Ralegh.     Shakfpeare,  the  Poet 

player,  ftands  a  pace  or  two  behind  him,  looking  at  my  Lord 

Southampton.     What  a  deep,  pale  cafl  of  thought  is  on 

him !       Every    feveral     limb    and    feature    fpeaks    intenfe 

anxiety.      Yet  all  fo    calm — fo    felf-refolved  !      He    hath 

come  to  watch  the  death  ftruggle  between  the  all-powerful 

Law  of  oifended  England,  and  the  gentle  Youth  who  was 

his  earliefl  friend  ! 

Now  were  the  Earls  of  Effex  and  Southampton  formally 
arraigned  of  Treafon  :  in  that  they  had  plotted  to  deprive 
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the  Queen  of  her  Crown  and  life  j  having  entered  into 
Coanfel  to  furprife  her  Majefty  within  the  Court.  That 
they  had  broken  forth  Into  rebellion ;  to  wit,  by  imptifbmng 
her  Grace's  meflengers,  Cotmiellors  of  the  Realm ;  by 
ftirring  op  the  Londoners  by  fdgued  tales ;  by  fetting  apoo 
the  faithfol  fabjefts  in  the  City  •,  and  defending  Eflex-houfe 
againfl  the  Royal  forces. 

To  all  which  my  Lords,  having  held  up  their  hands, 
pleaded  Not  Goilty,  fubmitiing  themfelves  to  the  trial  of 
God^  and  their  Peers ;  Eflex  averring  that  he  had  done 
nothing  bat  according  to  the  law  of  nature  and  force  of 
oeceffity. 

Then,  after  the  manner  oi  Counlel  at  the  Barre,  did 
Yelverton,  Queen's  Sargeant,  punctually  and  at  large  lay 
open  all  the  matters  charged  againfl;  them  5  la3ing  down 
the  law  copioufly  and  with  a  glofs.  Rhetorically  compar- 
ing Eflex  to  that  Cataline  who  aflbciated  with  himfelf  men 
of  all  ibrtSy  Athdfl:$,  Papifts,  and  criminous  perlbns.  He 
opbraideth,  he  taxe^ — nay,  he  compareth  my  Lord  for  his 
ambition  to  that  amphibious  beaft  the  crocodile,  who  as  long 
as  he  liveth  waxeth  bigger  and  bigger. 

To  lum   foUoweth  Coke,  that  viroleot   Attorney — that 
VOL.  m.  u 
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brow-beating  accufer — that  lawyer  caring  not  for  juftice, 
who  by  Quirkes  rather  than  by  Truth  ever  urgeth  a  convic- 
tion ;  one  that  would  liefer  quell  the  guiltlefs  with  bitter 
tiunts  and  vehement  abufe  than  defend  an  innocent !  A  man 
who  is  nothing  if  not  acrid  and  perfonal  ;  who,  by  his  very 
paiTionate  profecutlons,  hath  come  to  be  a  byeword  of  malig- 
nity and  averfion  !  Such  a  contrafted,  fubtle,  intricate  brow, 
full  of  dodges  and  turnings,  now  angularly  now  circularly, 
every  way  afpefled  !  A  very  labyrinthean  face,  as  one 
faid  !  He  hath  been  eyeing  Sir  "Walter  for  this  half-hour 
paft.  Can  you  not  read  his  looks  ? — twifl  out  his  thoughts  ? 
r  faith  he  cannot  hide  them  :  'Tis  the  befl  virtue  in  him. 
You  know  the  worfl  of  him.  Keep  beyond  the  length  of 
his  chain,  he  fhall  not  bite  you  ;  neither  need  you  fear  the 
loudnefs  of  his  barking.  Plainly,  fir,  he  feemeth  to  fay, 
"  Ay,  Ay — Ralegh,  I  Ihall  catch  you  fome  day  !  Ay,  ay  ! 
Cicero  never  gave  fuch  a  rating  againft  that  fame  Cataline 
as  I  have  rod  in  pickle  for  you,  Mafter  Captain  of  the 
Guard!     Ach  !  Ralegh!" 

Nov/  he  rifeth  againll  EfTex.  Firfl  the  law  of  the  cafe,  as 
was  meet.  Then  for  examples,  by  the  bye.  Then  to  a 
nice  particular  well  handled  ;  to  wit,  "  That  the  Earl  had  no 
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reafoii  to  excufe  himfelf  by  the  law  of  nature,  feeing  the 
Majefly  of  a  Prince  is  not  to  be  violated  for  a  private 
revenge." 

Then  did  he  number  up  the  benefits  my  Lord  had 
gotten.  Then  to  the  acts  complained  of  he  objefteth  unto 
Eflex  his  affociating  with  Blount,  Danvers,  Davies  ;  men 
addicted  to  Popery.  Anon  a  fair  compliment,  rounded  for 
her  Majefly's  ear.  Prefently  a  line  peroration ;  being  an 
hiftorical  narration  of  the  whole  matter,  ^o  wonderfully 
enlarged  few  knew  or  could  divine  of  whom  or  of  what 
he  fpake.  But  fuddenly  he  cometh  to  this  fharp  conclufion, 
"  It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  this  Robert  might  be  the  laft  of 
this  name  Earl  of  Effex,  who  afPeft ed  to  be  Robert  the  Firil 
of  that  name,  \sii\g  of  England  !  " 

To  all  which  things,  with  a  cheerful  voice  and  counte- 
nance,andwith  great  confidence  of  mind,  my  Lord  anfwered  ; 
traverfing  the  charges.  He  was  ftififin  it  that  he  had  no 
other  purpofe  but  to  proftrate  himfelf  at  the  Qu^een's  feet ; 
to  lay  down  his  moft  jufl  complaints  ;  and  to  declare  unto 
her  Majefly  the  dangers  that  were  threatening  his  country. 
He  touched  thefe  points  feverally,  and  right  wifely. 

Anon,  the  Judges  AiTiffcant  being  allied  by  the  Peers 
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whether  the  confultation  at  Drury-houfe  were  treafon^  fee- 
ing it  was  not  brought  to  efFeft,  with  one  voice  affirmed  it 
ivas.  And  that  the  rebeUiofi  m  the  City  ivas  the  profecution  of 
that  confultation. 

Francis  Bacon,  one  of  the  Qu^een's  Counfel  at  law,  en- 
deavoured by  a  polifhed  and  elegant  fpeech  to  wipe  away 
the  colour  laid  upon  a  plot  of  my  Lord's  enemies  to  excufe 
his  rebellion  •,  affirming  that  Cobham,  Cecyl,  and  Ralegh 
were  fuch  fmcere  honeft  men,  having  fuch  rich  eftates, 
that  they  would  never  hazard  their  hopes  by  committing 
fo  foul  a  faft.  He  faid  that  thefe  fictions  of  a  plot  came 
to  nothing  even  by  the  variety  of  them  •,  forafmuch  as 
Effex,  wavering  in  his  tales,  cried  firfl,  that  he  was  to  be 
ftabbed  in  his  bed,  then  ilain  in  a  boat,  and  laftly,  by  the 
Jefuits :  and  alfo  by  the  variety  thereof,  feeing  he  ex- 
claimed that  the  kingdom  of  England  was  fet  to  fale  to  the 
Spaniard.  He  added  with  a  fneer,  that  it  was  a  familiar 
thing  to  traitors  to  ftrike  Princes  not  dire6i:ly — for  there 
was,  as  the  Poet  faid,  a  certain  divinity  hedging  the 
Sovereign — but  through  the  fides  of  their  Minifters.  He 
then  taxed  Effex  with  deep  diffimulation,  as  if  he  had  put 
on  the  mafk  of  piety  ;  likening  him  to  Pififtratus  of  Athens, 
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who  gafhed  his  own  body,  and  fo,  being  wounded,  fhewed 
it  to  the  people  as  done  by  his  adverfaries.  Thus,  having 
gotten  a  guard  of  foldiers,  he  opprefTed  the  Common- 
wealth. 

Now  it  had,  by  the  teftimony  of  many,  been  proved 
that  the  heads  of  the  confultation  hoiden  at  Drury-houle 
were  written  with  EfTex  his  own  hand  -,  and  that  he  caft 
fome  papers  into  the  fire,  left,  as  he  himfelf  faid,  they 
Ihould  tell  tales.  There  was,  you  fee,  ever  fome  one  to 
tell  of  my  Lord's  doings. 

Thus  the  cafe  flood.  Effex  had  writ  thofe  heads 
which  at  Drury-houfe  the  confpirators  adopted.  The 
riot  in  the  City  was  ruled  to  be  part  and  parcel  of  the  other 
a(5l — "  For,"  as  the  Judges  AfTiflant  faid,  "  if  they  had  got- 
ten together  an  armed  power  in  the  City,  then  would  thev 
prefently  have  invaded  the  Court,"  of  which,  being 
Treafon,  there  can  be  no  doubt. 

The  Juflices  AlTiflant  being  afked  their  opinions  concern- 
ing the  iterated  proteflations  of  the  Earls,  that  they 
intended  no  harm  againft  the  Q£een,  pronounced,  "  That, 
if  a  man  fliall  attempt  to  make  himfelf  fo  ftrong  that  the 
Kang  fhall  not  be  able  to  refifl  him,  he  is   guilty  of  rebel- 
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]ion.  In  like  manner,  the  law  interpreteth  that  on  every 
rebellion  there  is  a  machination  againft  the  life  of  the  King, 
and  his  depofmg." 

The  Earl  of  EITex  now  anfwered  more  mildly,  that  he 
intended  nothing  but  to  repel  force  by  force  •,  neither 
would  he  have  entered  fo  inconfiderately  into  the  City, 
had  he  not  forefeen  that  he  was  in  danger  of  his  life — 
"  If  I  had  meant,"  quoth  he — "  if  I  had  meant  any  other 
thing  than  mine  own  defence  againft  my  private  ad- 
verfaries,  I  would  not  have  gone  forth  with  fo  fmall  a 
company,  and  fo  ilightly  armed."  That  was  a  good  plea 
~eh? 

To  this  replied  Mafter  Bacon,  "  This  was  cunningly 
done  of  you,  who  fixed  all  your  hope  in  the  citizens' 
arms  ;  that  they  would  arm  both  you  and  yours,  and  take 
arms  for  you,  too  ;  imitating  herein  the  Duke  of  Guife,  who, 
not  long  fmce,  entering  Paris  with  a  fmall  company,  excited 
the  citizens  to  arms  in  fuch  fort,  that  he  drave  the  Kinq; 
himfelf  out  of  the  city."     Go  to,  Francis  ! 

Shortly  after  the  Earls  were,  by  the  Lord  Steward's 
commandment,  removed  afide,  the  guard  attending  them ; 
when    the   Peers,    rifmg   up  and   going  apart,   conferred 


VerdiB. 


295 


together,  and,  having  maturely  confidered  of  the  matter,, 
returned  within  an  hour  to  their  feats. 

Being  again  fummoned  to  the  Barre,  the  Earls  were 
guardedly  brought  in,  as  before. 

Solemnly  the  Peers  ftood  up  ;  every  one  of  them,  placing 
his  right  hand  upon  his  left  breaft,  with  this  word  uttered 
aloud,  "  Guilty,  upon  mine  honour  !  " 

According  to  the  form,  the  Clerk  of  the  Crown  afketh 
feverally,  why  fentence  fhould  not  be  pronounced  againft 
them. 

EfTex  befbught  the  Peers  that  they  would  make  interceiTion 
to  the  Queen  for  Southampton,  who  might  deferve  w^ell  of 
his  country  ;  and  of  this  he  prefently  gat  fome  afTurance. 

Then  was  his  heart  unburdened,  his  generous  fpirit  re- 
joicing. "  For  mine  own  life,"  faid  he,  triumphing,  "  I  care 
not !  I  defire  nothing  more  than  that  I  may  lay  down  my 
life  with  fmcere  faith  towards  God,  and  loyalty  to  my 
prince  •,  whatfoever  the  interpretation  of  the  law  (hall  be 
againft  me  !  "  After  a  paufe,  and  in  a  fofter  vein — 
"  Yet  would  I  not  that  any  man  fliould  give  the  Queen 
to  underftand  that  I  contemn  her  mercy ;  which,  notwith- 
(landing,  I  believe  I  fhall  not  fawningly  beg.     And  I  be- 
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feech  you  (my  Peers  hitherto),  that,  though  you  have  con- 
demned me  in  a  court  of  judgment,  yet  in  the  court  of  your 
confcience  ye  would  abfolve  me,  who  have  intended  no 
harm  againfl:  my  Prince." 

Then  was  proclamation  made  for  filence.  And  a  heart- 
oppreffing  fdence  came  on  the  whole  Court.  In  a  grave 
fpeech  the  Lord  High  Steward  pronounced  the  common 
ientence  of  the  law, 

«  This  body,"  laid  the  attainted — "  this  body  might  have 
done  the  Queen  better  fervice,  if  it  had  fo  pleafed  her.  I 
fhall  be  glad  if  it  may  be  ufeful  unto  her  any  way." 

And  now  the  Lord  High  Steward  of  England  brake  his 
ftafF,  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  drew  a  long  breath,  Shakfpeare 
wept,  and  the  Purfuivant  declared  that  the  Court  had  rifen. 
So  the  Peers  departed,  and  the  people  began  to  difperfe> 
and  the  Guards  drew  themfelves  into  marching  order. 
And  that  halberdier,  who  before  had  held  the  Axe  turned 
from  them,  now  turned  the  edge  thereof  tow^ards  Henry 
Wriothesley  and  Robert  Devereux,  no  longer  Noblemen, 
but  Traytours  both. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 


"  Out  of  thefe  Convert ites 

There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learned^ 

As  YOU  Like  It,  aft  v.  fc.  iv. 

HE  fifteenth  of  this  month,  haunters  of  Taverns, 
vagabonds,  and  fuch  kind  of  men,  which  lurked 
and  flocked  many  of  them  daily  into  the  city, 
greedily  ht-arkening  after  rumours,  gaping  after  tumults 
and  piilaj,c,  were  commanded  forthwith  to  depart  upon  pain 
of  death. 

Na'th'lefs  Engliflim.en  will  exercife  their  ears  and  tongues 
on  national  affairs ;  albeit  (as  her  Grace  faith)  fuch  do  not 
concern  private  perfons,but  only  Princes.  And  in  the  "  Great 
Harry  "  were  now  convened  many  who  were  fain  eafe  their 
confciences  a  little  by  venting  fome  indignation. 

'Tis  well  nigh  fifteen  years  fmce  we  were  firfl  at  this 
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pleafant  ordinary.  Here  have  met,  once  and  again,  EfTex 
and  Southampton,  Sir  Thomas  and  William  Cheney,  Drake, 
Shakfpeare,  the  two  Bacons,  Camden,  CufFe,  and  many 
others  more  or  lefs  known.  Time  and  circumflance  had 
fcratched  fome  off  the  lift,  and  writ  Tome  new  names  down  ; 
but  there  was  ever  the  fame  free  fpirit  here.  Patriotifm 
fit  i'  the  chair  o'  top,  and  Charity  on  the  ftool  a'  bottom. 
To-night  Clarencieux  and  poor  pained  Antony  came  \  for- 
rowful  enough,  God  wotteth  ! 

Here  had  been  held  fage  counfels  while  the  recent 
troubles  were  afoot ;  and  there  were  dark  countenances 
now  round  the  board,  and  fome  impetuous  geilures  too, 
when  they  came  prefently  to  fpeak  of  that  adl  which  had 
been  ruled  High  Trenfcn. 

Some  called  it  a  "  fear  only  :"  others  "  an  error  :"  they 
which  cenfured  it  more  hardly,  termed  it  "  an  obftinate 
impatience  and  defire  of  (private)  revenge;"  and  fjch  as 
raofl  heavily  condemned  it,  would  call  it  but  "  an  inconfi- 
derate  rafhnefs."  There  were  none  here — and  very  few 
without — VN^hich  thought  it  a  capital  crime. 

When  one  or  tv\^o  mooted  hope  of  her  Grace's  clemency, 
fome    of     the    elders    remembering    Norfolk,    Arundel, 
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Babington  and  his  fort,  and  the  Scots'  Queen  herfelf,  faid 
they  could  lay  fmall  account  on  mercy.  The  Queen 
would  be  content  enow  to  rid  herfelf  of  that  fhame  the 
world  laid  on  her  familiarities  :  That,  as  fhe  plumed  herfelf 
on  being  "  temper  Eadeniy'  fo  would  fhe  let  fall  the  Axe  on 
one  as  lief  as  on  another,  having,  truly,  no  heart-affeflions 
to  warp  her  judgement :  That  the  Tudor  Sovereigns  were 
wont  to  cut  away  the  nobles,  great  ones  and  thofe  of  old 
defcent,  feeking  their  own  fecurity  in  the  favour  of  the 
people,  over  whom,  in  elFedf,  they  greatly  tyrannifed :  That, 
feeing  the  Devereux  had  fome  Plantagenet  ft  rain,  Elizabeth, 
thougli  nearly  feventy  years  of  age,  was  jealous  of  his  fo 
remote  claim — though  only  to  fucceifion  ;  and  that,  having 
fmeared  her  royal  reputation  in  the  blood  of  a  Sifler  Queen, 
her  near  kinfwoman  and  next  heir,  llie  would  hold  no 
fcruple  of  drabbling  her  hands  in  a  drop  ftill  farther  off. 

"  The  Scots  embaffadours,"  quoth  one,  "  will  they  net 
pray  her  Grace  forbearance  ?" 

"  Marry  that,  fir  !  they  did  gratulate  her  IVIajefty  on  the 
prompt  fuppreffion  of  fo  vile  and  wide-fpread  a  rebellion  ! " 

"  'Twas  rumoured  they  bare  fecret  defpatches  from  the 
King  to  the  company  at  Drury-houfe  ? " 
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"  And  did,  fir  !  Had  the  Plot  fucceeded,  they  had  ta'en 
another  colour/' 

Then  fome  afked  what  would  the  Secretary  do  ? 
Whether  was.  his  fpleen  engaged  ?  One  anfwereth  that 
rather  was  his  honour  touched  j  the  accufations  at  the 
Barre  that  he  favoured  Spain  having  aftonied  him. 

"  Will  he  not  relent  ? " 

**  'Tis  more  hoped  than  expelled — more  expelled  than 
believed." 

"  Nay !  the  poor  Countefs  did  befeech  him  in  her 
letters  " 

"  And  he  would  not  ?" 

"  Neither  defpair  nor  hope.    Simply,  he  would  not  move." 

"  E'en  that  is  well !  " 

"  So  humbly  eloquent,  flie  prayed  him,  '  as  he  defired  of 
God  that  his  own  fon  never  be  made  orphan  by  the  un- 
timely and  unnatural  death  of  his  dear  father,  vouchfafe  a 
relenting,  to  the  not  urging,  if  you  may  not  to  the  hindering, 
of  that  fatal  warrant  for  execution  ;  which,  if  it  once  be 
figned,  I  fhall  never  wilh  to  breathe  an  hour  after  ! ' " 

"  Cecyl  doth  bear  no  love  to  Ralegh  now,  fo  Harring- 
ton told  the  Bifliop  \  and  on  this  account." 
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"  Of  a  verity  I  believe  it.  He  complaineth,  too,  the 
Secretary  promifed  him  the  monopoly  of  the  fweet 
wines." 

"  It  would  appear  Sir  Robert  having,  in  his  zeal  or 
fpleen,  o'erfhot  himfelf  laft  year,  was  of  late  content  to  let 
feme  others  try  the  Bow." 

"  He  kept  his  eye  a'  th'  clout,  though." 

"  No  blame,  fir  !     Is  he  not  the  Queen's  minifter  ? " 

"  So  is  not  Ralegh." 

"  Nor  would  not  fo  reft,  neither.     He'd  rule  all." 

"  He  is  too  vindiftive,  Ralegh  !  " 

"  Too  mercenary,  methinks." 

"  How  ?     Ralegh  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  fir  !  do  you  not  know  he  fhall  make  more 
of  this  attainder  than  of  a  voyage  to  the  Indies  ?  " 

"  I  am  at  a  lofs,  fir  !     How  underftand  you  it  ?  " 

"  Marry,  thus :  and  good  Mr.  Camden  will  avouch 
it.  Ralegh  getteth  a  fum  of  Baynham  shall  go  far 
to  it." 

"  Ten  thoufand  pound,  I  hear  !  " 

«  Nay,  nay  !  " 

"  In  fad  truth,  fir,  I  would  be  loth  to  traduce  the  man  ; 
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but  1  hear,  and  indeed  believe,  he  hath  from  Mafler 
Littleton,  one  of  great  fortune,  though  a  reprobate,  as 
large  a  fum." 

"*Tis  a  Dlfcovery,  fir,  brings  him  little  credit  for  his 
honefty." 

"  Sir  Walter  hath  much  property  in  the  Judges/' 

"  Or  they  in  him  !     Some  be  corrupt  enow." 

"  You  are  i'  the  right,  friend  ;  and  'tis  very  pregnant,  if 
they  don't  cut  off  the  chief  traitor,  there  fhall  be  no  bring- 
ing the  fmall  fry  to  compofition." 

"  'Tis  whifpered  he  is  urgent  with  the  Secretary  ?  " 

"  So  I  have  heard,  fir." 

"  Writ  to  him  holding  a  terror  over  his  iffue  ? " 

"  So  I  believe,  fir." 

"  Sir  Robert  now,  doth  he  frequent  the  Queen  ? " 

"  He  keepeth  much  retired  juft  whiles  ;  yefterday  was  in 
the  Tower,  partaking  of  the  Holy  " 


"  So  I  heard  it  laid.     There  be  fome  " 

"  Cobham  and  Ralegh,  have  they  not  the  ear  " 

«  Who  elfe  ?  " 

"  Whifpering  companions  !  " 

*'  Ay,  fir,  and  you   might  fiy  whifpering  comparatives  ; 
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for  they  liken  this  prefent  to  Bothwell  and  the  Duke  of 
Guife's  fadfionar)'." 

"  Then,  I  fear  me,  the  Warrant  will  foon  follow." 

"  Alas  !  " 

"  Doft  not  know  't  is  already  figned — nay,  fent  ?  " 

«  Nay,  nay  !  " 

"  Nay,  fir  !  " 

"  Good  fir,  I  hope  you  " 

"  Indeed,  gentlemen,  'tis  no  matter  for  a  falfehood.  It 
was  fent  and  fhortly  ftayed,  and  by  Young  Gary,  as  I 
learned." 

"  'Tis  rumoured  the  Angel  in  the  Ring  he  weareth  ftiall 
bring  him  deliverance  when  he  willeth." 

"  I  thought  he  would  have  ufed  it  with  the  commiilioners, 
as  Cranmer  his  to  King  Henry's  council — and  with  like 
fuccefb." 

"  It  might  be,  fir  !  But,  in  my  poor  opinion,  he  Ihall  not 
ufe  it  to  that  end." 

"  Percafe  her  Highnefs,  now  fo  exafperate,  would  dif- 
allow  her  pledge  r  " 

"  He  would  weigh  that,  too,  I  do  afliire  you  j  but,  as  I  faid, 
there  be  refpe(Sf s  abroad  would  thrult  away  that  hope" 
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"  How  ?     You  make  me  fcrupulous,  fir." 

"  O,  fir,  he  is  (hut  up  with  fuborned  preachers,  who  on 
his  aching  health  and  bruifed  fpirit  pracflife  " 

"  How  mote  that  be,  good  fir  ?  As  I  heard,  he  did 
much  affect  worthy  Mafter  Afhton." 

"  A  bafe,  fearful,  mercenary  man,  fir,  on  my  word  :  who, 
by  a  formxal  fhew  of  zeal,  hath  gotten  a  good  opinion  on 
his  Mafter  " 

"  Oh,  for  a  minifter  to  be  prepared  and  taught  to  fuch 
ufe  ! " 

"  He  was  prepared,  taught,  fuborned,  fir — on  my  hon- 
our !  " 

"  We  moft  forrowfully  credit  you,  good  Mafter  Antony." 

"  Taking  vantage  of  his  bodily  ailment,  firs,  which,  as 
all  know,  conftantly  difqualified  his  judgement :  this  man, 
I  fay,  finding  him  cheerfully  refigned — feeing  his  mind 
would  anchor  on  humours  and  imaginary  dread,  as 
freely  as  on  realities — thrufts  into  the  harbour  of  his 
heart  fears  and  fancies,  defpondencies  and  doubts. 
Then  doth  he  bitterly  reproach  him  with  diihonouring 
God,  fhaming  his  Chriftian  profeffion,  offending  that 
fovereign  who  was  Heaven's  deputy,  and  drawing  a  mark 
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of  infamy  on  himfelf,  his  family,  and  order.  Anon  chargeth 
him  with  being  a  Hypocrite  in  religion,  an  Atheifl,  or  a 
Papift. 

"  Blefs  us,  and  keep  us  I  Could  any  man  be  all  thefe  ?  " 

"  *Twas  in  the  alternative,  fir — in  the  alternative." 

"  Well,  fir,  'tis  fome  comfort  there's  another  alternative, 
too!" 

«  Many,  and  thank  ye  !  " 

"  He  was  none  of  thefe." 

"  Believe  me,  firs,  Cuffe,  who  knew  him  well — nor  no 
man  better — was  wont  to  complain  to  me  that  he  was  flow 
to  any  wickednefs,  of  a  foft  nature  to  take  offence,  yet 
hard  to  lay  it  down.  One  that  could  not  cover  his  affec- 
tions, ever  carrying  his  love  and  hatred  on  his  forehead." 

"  True,  Sir  Clarencieux  !  he  could  not  conceal  neither." 

"  To  fpeak  in  a  word — no  man  was  more  ambitious  of 
glory  by  virtue :  nor  no  man  more  carelefs  of  all  things 
elfe." 

"  'Twas  this,  believe  me,  fir,  unfitted  him  for  Courts." 

"  Moft  certainly." 

"  Na*th'lefs  this  Afhton  wormed  out  his  fms — fins  of  his 
youth — of  his  whole  life  ;  now  extorting  full  confeffions." 

VOL.  III.  X 
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"  Your  pardon,  fir  ;  is  he  a  Jefuit  confefTor  ? " 

"  No,  good  fir,  a  minifler.  Of  the  difciplined  ones,  I 
do  affure  you." 

"  Lo,  how  the  extremes  meet !  Your  exiled  faints  of 
Amfterledam  be  much  after  the  Roman  fafhion." 

"  To  continue,  firs,  he  bade  him  this  confider :  if  he 
(hould  not,  by  true  confeffion  and  unfeigned  repentance,  un- 
burden his  confcience  of  thofe  fins,  he  would  carry  out  of 
the  world  a  guilty  foul  to  God,  and  leave  upon  his  memory 
the  {lain  of  infamy  to  the  remoteft  pofterity." 

^*  There  he  flung  the  nobleman  !  " 

"Shame!  ihame ! " 

"  How  is  this  known,  fir  ?  furely  it  was  fecret  i'  th' 
Tower  ? " 

"  Well  put !  Afhton  hath  fo  fpoken  of  it  to  one  I  wot 
on,  he  glorying  therein." 

"  And  did  he  charge  him  with  aim  upon  the  Crown  .? " 

"  Yes  !  and  he  as  ftoutly  did  refute  it.  But  this  roufmg 
him — as  having  his  honour  and  his  truth  doubted  by 
that  clergyman  whom  he  had  entrufted  to  purge  his 
confcience  withal — he  now  laid  open  all  his  mind,  wherein, 
unhappily,  words  and  adls  of  others  feem  to  have  been 
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compromifed ;  he  (remember)  fpeaking  as  to  a  ipiritual 
comforter." 

"  The  Puritan  Jefuit !  " 

"  Thefe  things  reduced  to  paper,  figned — as  was  faid 
(though  in  what  name  now  ?) — were  i'  the  Secretary's  hands 
anon — to  what  end  and  ufe  you  may  admire." 

"  Thofe  other  reverend  Gentlemen,  Dr.  Barlow,  Dr. 
Mountford,  are  they  of  the  brethren  ?" 

"  Whom  elfe  ?  I  learn  they  have  fo  worked  upon  the 
excited  feelings  of  the  man — his  tender  confcience — that  he 
i  peaks  of  his  a6l  as  '  leprofy  ' — '  a  difeafe  whereby  he  hath 
infe<5ted  many ' — and  fo  forth  ! " 

«Oh!" 

"  Oh  !  fie,  fie  !  to  train  the  poor  fick  foul  to  fuch  con- 
feffion  as  was  juft  needed  " 

"  Ay,  to  convi6l  others." 

"  To  uphold  their  own  packs  and  pra(fl:ices." 

"  And  juflify  the  Queen's  feverity." 

«'Tis  moft  foul!" 

"  And  the  Clergymen,  who  ought " 

"  Then  to  frighten  with  the  terrors  of  Hell  him  whofe 
vexed  fpirit  they  were  bid  fpeed  to  Heaven  ! " 
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"  'Tis  their  conftant  ufe. " 

"  And,  believe  me,  'tis  not  at  end.     That  was  a  falfe 

and  pre-written  fpeech  foifted  about  at  his  " 

"  Truly,  was  it  fo  !  I  myfelf  heard  him  fay  what  I 
have  Ihewn  you.  Not  a  word  more  fpake  he,  on  my 
life!" 

"  I  faith,  firs,  and  they  will  foift  more  confeiTion  on 
him  flill,  if  need  be  ;  none  fhall  be  lacking.  They  have 
the  manner  of  it  now." 

«  Doth  this  fort  travail  to  fhed  blood  ? — innocent  blood  ?" 
"  They  be  labouring  hard  to  enhance  themfelves." 
"  Yes  !  'twas  the  policy  of  Leicefter  firft  to  draw  thefe 
forth,  so  to  overawe  Suffex,  hold  on  Burghley,  and, 
it  may  be,  keep  a  check  on  Majefty  itfelf.  They  have 
gained  power  fmce — know  it,  and  its  worth — will  not  lend 
themfelves  hereafter  but  at  their  own  price — to  wit,  the 
fubmiiTion  of  the  Church  to  them.  In  an  evil  hour  his  dif- 
temperature,  raifmg  imaginary  terrors  in  his  foul,  did  this 
man  hope  to  ftay  on  them. " 

"  Leicefter  played   with    the   Qgg :  our  unhappy  friend 
hath  put  the  full-grown  cockatrice  in  his  bofom." 
« 'Twill  fting  him  to  the  death  !" 


EJfex  his  laft  Thoughts.  309 

"  His  body  fubjiigated  by  ficknefs — his  fpirit  quelled  by 
difappointment — his  very  foul  humbled  and  mortified,  for 
that  his  life  was  now  made  ufelefs  by  his  a6l.  He,  feeling 
himfelf  as  one  contemned — thrown  out  of  the  world — caft 
up,  as  it  were,  for  unwholefome,  mifchievous,  and  vile  :  his 
fair  name  dishonoured — his  nobility  and  blood  attaint — his 
wife  and  children  left  widow  and  orphan — ruined  befides. 
— The  folemn  fenfe  of  going — unprepared  as  the  beft  be 
— to  meet  his  God.  Thefe  things,  I  fay,  were  enough  to 
bring  him  to  that  pafs  when  they  could  practife  on  him. 
They  bade  him  fear  and  hope  jufl:  as  they  lifted  :  terrified 
him  with  texts — puzzled  him  with  prophecies  " 

"  He  took  them  for  the  Minifiers  of  God,  fent " 

"Ay!  ay!" 

"  This  fort,  fir,  think  naught  can  be  true  religion  but 
with  a  brave  excitement  of  imagination  " 

"  Methinks  your  fanclified  Caufe  fhould  have  a  more 
fanftified  courfe." 

"  Truly,  fir,  they  be  not  fuch  cunning  Alchemlfis  as  to 
run  their  bafe  metal  into  true  gold." 

"  Oh,  your  miraculous  converfions  1 " 

"  And  this  will  pafs  for  fuch  ? " 
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"  Why,  fir,  our  fuper-Proteflants  fhall  have  their  faints  as 
well  as  the  PapLfts,  I  hope." 

"  'Tis  but  fair ;  but  I  mifdoubt  the  quality/' 

"  There's  fome  odds  between  the  demure  look  of  the  one 
and  the  mortified  limbs  of  the  other." 

"  Now  'tis  my  fear  they'll  firfl  paint  this  man  evil,  very  evil 
— dark  as  Beelzebub,  fcaly  as  Apollyon :  then,  by  their  infal- 
lible recipe,  prank  him  (as  by  an  enchantment)  to  an  angel 
of  light — Lo,  the  reverend  Gentlemen  their  triumph  ! " 

"  Methinks  mofl,  'twas  a  bafe  thing  coming  between  him 
and  his  family  with  inflances  of  God's  jealoufy  " 

"  'Tis  reported,  when  he  would  fee  his  Lady  and  their 
little  ones,  fome  faid  he  Ihould  not  now  mind  earthly 
things  : — his  treafure  " 

"  I  'faith,  they'll  break  down  his  heart ! " 

"  Yes  !  and  his  honour  too  (if  they  be  believed)." 

«  Converted,  forfooth  ! " 

"  Call  ye  thefe  preachers  ?  The  kingdom  they  advance 
is  Satan's." 

"  Be  they  Divines  ? — nay,  devils  ! " 

"  Humanity  was  low  in  him ;  why  will  they  not  raife  It  up, 
that  it  may  approach  more  nearly  the  Image  it  was  made  in .?" 
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*'  Nay  !  they  would  abafe  that  foul  which  is  about  to  be 
the  comrade  of  celeftial  ipirits,  fo  they  could  work  out  a 
feeming  benefit  to  their  Caufe." 

" 'Tis  fo,  fir— 'tis.  The  Caufe!  the  Caufe  !  Touch  that, 
you  are  an  enemy — Jew,  Turk,  Atheifl,  Papifl !  Smile 
on't,  you  are  i'  the  odour  of  fanftity  !  your  garments  be 
holy  !  Honour,  and  truth,  and  juftice,  what  are  they  to  the 
Caufe?" 

Of  all  his  enemies,  you,  Mafler  Afhton,  you  Doclor 
Barlow,  you  Do(5lor  Mountford,  be  the  very  worft !  As  is  the 
fpirit  to  the  body,  fo  be  ye  to  Cobham,  Cecyl,  Ralegh  !  As 
you  have  been  mofl  trufled,  fo  have  ye  been  the  moft  bafe. 
Under  the  facred  bonds  of  your  calling,  did  you  work  out 
the  ends  of  an  earthly  policy,  and  your  own  feliifh  ends  too. 
Thereupon  are  ye  the  moft  pernicious  and  contemptible  ! 
You  are,  moreover,  the  mofl  dangerous  of  all ;  as  the 
fecret  afp  is  more  to  be  feared  than  the  manifeft  crocodile. 
For,  as  you  tried  hard  to  prejudice  his  characSler  with 
pofterity  •,  fo,  by  degrading  his  piety  to  a  mere  enthufiafm — 
with  your  canting  whines  and  fhibboleths — you  went  near  to 
thrufl  him  from  that  hereafter  he  had  trufted  in. 
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*'  Letters  came  loft  night 

To  a  dear  friend  .f 

That  tell  black  tidings. 

Pofl  you  to  London,  and  you^llfind  it  so  : 

IJpeak  no  more  than  every  ofie  doth  hioiv." 

K.  Richard  II.  aft  iii.  fc.  iv. 

.iERE  was  little  Robin  in  the  Pleafaunce,  a 
curvetting  on  his  pony.  Now  would  he  run  a 
tilt  at  a  quintain  Sir  Thomas  had  erefted  :  now, 
triumphing,  jeer  at  the  lifelefs  block.  Anon,  with  a  flafh 
and  a  fkirr,  would  he  wend  over  the  crifp  gravel,  to  where 
his  watchful  mother  flayed,  guarding  him  from  harm.  And 
little  Tom,  he  rode  a  cock-horfe,  whofe  mane  and  tail  were 
llrung  with  knacks  that  made  a  merry  noife  as  he  careered. 
Thorough  the  knots  and  flower-beds,  the  pretty  fair-haired 
boy  was  prancing;  now  clofe  about  the  old  folks'  path, 
his  ruddy  cheeks   and  clear  blue  eyes   laughingly  afking, 
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"  Is't  not  well  done  ?  Doth  not  my  hobby  go  ?  "  And 
prefently  crafhing  into  crocufles  and  fnowdrops,  with  a 
fwitch  the  Knight  had  pilled  for  him,  as  if  they  had  been 
mortal  enemies  of  Plantagenet ;  but  Nelly,  pouting  that  fhe 
might  not  play  thus  rudely,  hung  by  her  mother's  kirtle. 

The  grandfather  was  telling  cheerfully  of  olden  times  ; 
yet  his  eye  and  his  heart  were  in  the  prefent  and  the  future 
of  thofe  dear  ones,  all — thank  God,  about  him  !  He  fpake 
of  his  own  father,  who  departed  fome  fifty  years  agone, 
and  of  his  mother,  whom  he  fcarce  remembered — of  old 
Sir  Ralf,  and  of  the  fair  lady  who  died  when  Befs  was 
born.  Then  of  his  fchool-days  he  had  fome  flories,  and 
of  his  ripe  manhood.  How  he  had  lived  temperately,  and 
thus  had  grown  old  without  weaknefs.  How  in  his  youth 
he  had  ferved  God,  who  had  never  ceafed  to  blefs  him. 
And,  touching  on  thofe  affliclions  he  had  met,  he  faid,  with 
humble  thanks,  that  the  heart  was  made  better ;  bearing 
its  troubles  patiently. 

Now  William  and  Helen  drew  nigh,  that  they  might 
learn  fome  of  the  traditions  of  the  houfe.  Oh  !  how  fuch 
things  he  loft  for  ever,  when  age  cometh  on  not  kind  and 
frofty,  but  damp  and  rheumy  ! 
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There  had  been  much  peace  in  Sir  Thomas's  day :  for 
which,  though  a  keen  foldier,  he  was  wont  to  praife  God. 
"  For,"  quoth  he,  "  peace  is  the  beft  conqueft ;  for  then 
both  parts  nobly  are  fubdued,  and  neither  party  lofer." 
Again,  "  War,"  faid  he,  "  is  like  an  ill-fheathed  knife ; 
ever  moft  ready  to  cut  his  mafter."  Yet  had  the  Knight 
gained  his  fpurs  in  a  well-fought  field  in  Holland.  Then 
had  he  ferved  in  Ireland. 

Was  it  a  fad  mifchance  brought  his  memory  to  this  point, 
or  was  it  that  foreboding  Angel  which  whifpers  as  of 
things  now  happening  afar  or  coming  on  us  prefently  ? 
It  carried  his  mind  to  that  fad  tale,  how  poor  Earl  Walter 
had  been  perfecuted  and  forfaken  by  enemies  and  pretended 
friends  j  and  what  unfair  ufage  he  had  gotten  at  the 
hands  of  fome  who  had  fmce  gone  to  render  an  account  of 
that  tranfaftion.  And  Dame  Elizabeth  faid,  "  Thomas, 
heart — God,  it  may  be,  gave  them  repentance  or  ever  they 
came  to  their  end  !  "  "  Grant  it,  deareft !  "  quoth  he  ; 
"  grant  it !  "  And  then  he  recalled  how  the  Devereux  had 
been  Ihortlived  •,  and  how  his  friend  had  bid  fome  warn 
his  fon  againfl  thirty-Jlxy  which  was  the  ultimate  fpan  of 
their  houfe.     And  the  Knight  was  fad  awhile.     Then  he 
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fell  a  talking  of  Earl  Robert,  his  wilful  childhood,  his 
dauntlefs  youth,  his  fretful  age.  Yet  of  what  a  kindly 
nature  was  he — (o  noble-hearted,  generous,  free  !  How 
he  remembered  him  of  his  father's  temper  in  fomething, 
while  in  others  he  had  the  very  oppofite  humours  ;  being 
carried  away  betimes  by  an  ungovernable  pafTion,  though 
he  held  himfelf  for  patient ;  having  ftrong  angers  upon  him, 
fittingly ;  ufmg  an  overbearing  fpirit,  domineering  over  his 
equals — "  which,"  faid  Sir  Thomas  refleftingly,  "  none  will 
forgive  nor  forget.  God  keep  him  from  quarrels  with 
thofe  ftate  fadfions  !  He  had  been  better  ruled  by  my 
Lord  Treafurer  Burghley  than  by  thefe.     Would  he" 

And  now,  as  they  drew  nigh  the  houfe,  it  growing  dufk 
and  the  evening  fettling  in  raw  and  chilly  ;  one  cometh  gallop- 
ing wild  like  over  the  new  lawn.  'Twas  an  injury  William 
muft  look  to.  'Tis  a  forrel  beaft.  Shortly  he  knoweth  the 
man.  'Tis  'Zekiel !  at  the  croft  pale  his  horfe  drops. 
The  rapid  doubled  pantings  of  the  poor  brute  end  with  a 
violent  contraction  and  a  flart.  A  few  lines  reveal  all  that 
had  been  paffing :  explain  the  fo  long  filence  ! 

Sir  Thomas  daggers.  They  place  him  on  his  old 
feat  in  the  porch.     Dame  Elizabeth  refls   his   head  upon 
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her    comfortable    bofom,    prefTing    his    brow    with    her 
hand. 

William  pafTeth  on  hurriedly.  One  taketh  the  children 
afide.     Helen  runs  for  a  cordial. 

The  loving  wife  feels  her  hu (band's  hand,  now  hanging 
cold  and  lifllefs  by  his  fide.  The  fingers  be  twitching 
nervoully.  She  loofeth  his  ruff,  chafeth  his  temples, 
drabbles  frelh  water  in  his  face,  holdeth  a  cafket  of  pungent 
herbs  to  his  nofe,  kifTeth  him  tenderly,  earneflly  ! 

Already  day  is  fmking  behind  the  leaflefs  foreft.  The 
whole  fky  weftward  and  away  to  the  north  is  lurid,  as  Sir 
Thomas,  with  a  heavy  figh,  opens  his  eyes.  He  did  not 
fpeak,  but  quietly  gazed  round  on  each  and  all  the  familiar 
objefls  of  that  dear  home,  his  fight  following  the  wild 
pidgeons — upwards. 

And  Dame  Elizabeth  held  his  wrifts,  feeling  the  blood 
pafs  (low — ^very  flow  :  but  full — very  full !  And  fhe  mufed 
awhile  •,  looking  on  that  red  fun  now  colouring  even  her 
hufl^and's  pale  cold  cheek.  "  Is  this  the  image  of  the  end?" 
fhe  whifpered  to  herfelf,  "  On  earth  as  it  is  in  Heaven  ! " 

And  now  William  cometh  forth  armed  for  the  journey. 
There  was  no  need  to  afk  whither  wilt,  or  what  the  errand. 
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He  kneels  at  his  father's  feet  for  a  blefling.  A  faint 
fmile  lighteth  up  the  manly  tender  face  of  the  old  man,  but 
he  is  motionlefs.  His  wife,  now  railing  his  hands,  placeth 
them  on  the  head  of  their  fon — their  only  fon  !  The 
woman  hid  her  face,  weeping.  No  flranger  could  have 
heard  the  words  in  which  the  parent  bleffed  his  child. 
'Twas  a  Patriarch's  bleffing — fuch  as  yourfelf  may  have 
had — "  God  be  gracious  unto  thee,  my  Son  !  " 

And  the  wind  began  to  blow  fitfully  through  the  groves, 
and  about  the  gables  and  battlements  of  Chenies  ;  and  a 
cold  fleet  pattered  againfl  the  windows,  as  "William,  followed 
by  'Zekiel  and  Davy,  rapidly  rode  acrofs  the  Park,  taking 
the  nearefl  way  to  London. 

And  Dame  Elizabeth,  with  fome  help,  brought  Sir 
Thomas  to  the  fire,  in  his  own  clofet,  behind  the  Armoury. 
Now  the  embers  were  fading,  fo  fhe  raked  them ;  and  a 
nearly  confumed  brand  lying  acrofs  the  Dogges,  fhe  eked 
with  little  half-charred  pieces,  fanning  them  with  her 
apron,  watching  her  hufband  at  times.  And  anon  there 
was  a  fheen  light  in  the  room,  and  the  Knight  gat  warmer, 
and  could  move  his  limbs  a  little — a  very  little. 

He  fat  in  his  old  chair,  gazing  at  the  fire,  his  hands 
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refting  on  his  knees.  His  vifage  was  very  awed  and  fad, 
the  ikin  drawn  tight,  as  it  were,  and  the  eye  dim ;  his 
mouth  comprefTed,  his  brow  contra(fl.  After  a  while, 
motioning  that  lie  would  be  alone  with  his  God,  the  dear 
wife  kiffing  him  reverently  and  with  full  affeflion,  he 
prefTeth  her  to  his  loving  heart.  It  was  a  long,  a  foft,  a 
true  embrace. 

So  Dame  Elizabeth  left  her  hufband,  clofmg  the  door 
quietly  behind  her.  And  fhe  fpake  to  the  houfehold, 
defiring  them  to  be  flill,  nor  let  any  enter  to  difturb  Sir 
Thomas. 

Then,  putting  on  her  cloak  and  muffler,  and  fettling  her 
mafk,  fhe  took  her  gentlewoman  and  a  little  foot-page,  and 
fo  fet  off  for  even-fbng.  Coming  to  old  Chenies  Church, 
fhe  fpake  with  Parfon  Homily  in  the  Veflry ;  and,  at  the 
proper  time,  the  Vicar  ftanding  at  his  defk,  cried,  "  Your 
prayers  are  defired  for  one  who  'th  whilolm  knelt  here,  now 
under  her  Majefly's  diipleafure."  And  fo  they  interceded, 
all  of  them  kneeling  humbly.  They  knew,  fomehow, 
that  'twas  of  the  young  Earl  the  good  Clerk  fpake. 

And,  fervice  being  over,  the  candles  on  the  Altar  were 
left  alight :  and  a  pafTmg-bell  was  ordered,  that  it  fhould 
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toll  throughout  the  night  and  until  morning  prayer,  that 
fo  they  who  were  charitably  difpofed  might  be  warned  to 
afk  the  merciful  God,  Creator  of  all  men,  to  fpare  that  life 
he  had  to  a  good  end  given, — Yet  a  little  while  until  he  fhall 
have  gained  ftrength  to  depart.  And  there  were  fome 
who  prayed  that  the  Searcher  of  all  hearts  would  put  it  to 
the  Queen  to  be  piteous  and  forgiving  to  him  whom  £he 
had  once  fo  delighted  to  honour.  And  thefe  words  might 
be  heard  ever  and  anon  :  "  Hear,  O  God  !  the  forrowful 
fighing  of  the  prisoner  ;  and  comfort  all  thofe  who  are  in 
forrow  and  difmay." 

And  the  pious  lady  ftayed  there  at  the  rails,  in  the 
chancel,  cafl  upon  the  ground,  weeping  and  praying. 

Now  at  the  Hall  the  light  flickered  and  the  fplanks 
crackled  on  the  hearth.  And  a  little  flurried  Ruddock,  who 
was  wont  to  be  fed  by  Sir  Thomas,  would  bob  againfl  the 
glafs  as  willing  to  come  in  :  and,  the  palling-bell  then 
tolling,  the  Knight  began  to  remember  himfelf  (bmewhaf. 
So  he  groped  his  way  to  a  fecret  niche,  where  was  fet  up  a 
prayer-table  for  his  daily  private  ufe ;  and,  hardly  coming 
thither,  he  kneeled  down  reverently,  clafping  his  hands  and 
reft;ing  his  head  thereon,  breathing  out  his  fpirit  quietly. 
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And  prefently  his  beard  had  drooped  upon  his  breaft,  for 
his  mind  was  overwrought  and  his  fenfe  decayed. 

And  it  feemed  to  him  that  that  young  man,  in  whofe  life 
he  had  rejoiced,  flood  befide  him,  and  that  there  were  now 
about  him  in  the  Great  Hall,  or  fome  fuch  place,  all  thofe 
whom  he  had  known  and  loved  thoro'  his  long  and  kindly 
life :  and  he  heard  fweet  founds,  as  of  familiar  voices 
talking  with  him,  and  there  was  a  fenfe  of  peace  within 
the  old  man's  heart,  and  his  fpirit  was  delighted. 

The  wind  hurtled  among  the  chimney-tops,  and  heavy 
gufts  now  and  again  whirred  through  the  corridor  and 
lobbies,  fhaking  the  very  houfe.  And  the  little  bird  bobbed 
again,  but  feebly,  'gainft  the  window.  And  the  fleet  was 
trickling  down  the  lattice,  and  bubbling  in  the  foft  lead 
joints.  There  was  a  found  as  of  a  door  flamming  below, 
and  of  a  pike  or  fuch  faUing  in  the  Armoury,  and  then  a 
cafement  above  burfl  open.  And  now  a  little  paufe.  Then 
did  the  brand  on  the  Dogges  fall  among  the  afhes,  fmother- 
ing  itfelf  on  the  hearth.  Sir  Thomas  Cheney  noted  not 
thefe  things,  neither  did  he  hear  the  paffing-bell,  then  tolling 
folemnly. 

And  towards  nine  o'  the  clock  Dame  Elizabeth  rofe, 
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bowing  to  the  altar  as  was  her  ufe.  And  flie  crofTed  her 
arms  over  her  bofom,  faying,  "  Thy  will  be  done,  O  Lord  ! " 

Then  flie  wended  homeward  by  a  lolitary  path  ;  a  little 
fcattered  light  direfling  her.  The  fhade  of  the  feared  rook 
winged  paft :  all  elfe  had  funk  to  reft.  And  now,  as  fhe 
nears  the  houfe,  flitteth  difmally  through  the  turrets  a  large 
night-owl.  Once  or  twice  he  llirieked  wildly  :  then  with  a 
long-drawn  whoop  fled  over  the  roof. 

It  was  nigh  fupper-time  in  Chenies  Hall.  The  flags  and 
banners  were  trembling  mournfully  in  the  cold  draught : 
the  armour  on  the  wall  and  on  the  brackets  looked  dim  and 
tarnifhed  in  the  damp  air,  and  the  fhields  themfelves  feemed 
like  funeral  efcocheons,  fo  heavy  was  the  grief  that  hung  on 
Chenies. 

It  was  nigh  fupper-time :  yet  all  was  fdent  there. 


VOL.  HI. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 


"  Vengeance  is  in  my  hearty  death  in  my  hand  I " 

Titus  Andronicus,  a(5l  ii.  fc.  iii, 

H,  miferable  woman  !  Oh,  multiplied  calamity  \ 
Oh,  unmitigated  ruin  !  Scarcely  had  the  Coun- 
tefs  of  EfTex  rifen  from  the  bed  of  a  baulked 
mother's  pain,  than  the  ifTue  of  her  hufband's  outbreak  is 
difclofed.  A  fentence  of  attainder  upon  him  !  What  a 
world  of  injury  on  their  children  !  Bereaved,  difgraced, 
defolated  ! 

Oh,  the  dear  partner  of  her  life  !  the  friend  of  all  fhe 
loved  in  thought  or  in  afFeflion  \  who  had  of  late  redeemed 
all  earlier  wrongs  by  his  fweet  tendernefs  and  care! 

Oh,  the  joint  parent  of  her  fondled  little  ones,  and  of 
thofe  innocent  doves  in  Heaven  !    The  father  of — no  !  not 
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Hereford  now,  but  plain  young  Robert  Devereux,  and  of 
the  baby  miftrejfes — alas,  no  ladies  more  ! 

Oh,  the  noble  Earl,  the  honoured  man,  the  courageous 
foldier,  the  chivalrous  gentleman,  the  friend,  the  patron, 
the  obferved  of  all  obfervers  ! 

Is  he  condemned  as  Traytour  to  his  Queen  and  Country, 
who  hath  loft  father,  brother,  in  their  employ :  who  hath 
toiled  and  fufFered  in  peace  and  war  now  thirteen  years  of 
his  fhort  fpan  of  life  in  their  behalf  ?  Is  he  unfit  to  live 
her  Grace's  vafTal  ftill  ?  Is  he  but  her  Traytour  ?  Is  he,  fo 
gentle,  lovely — fo  gracious,  kind — fo  free  of  heart — fo 
liberal  of  hand,  the  general  favourite  and  minion — fo  dan- 
gerous to  the  Commonwealth  as  that  he  muft  die  ?  Is  he 
his  Country's  Traytour  ? 

The  Countefs  of  Leicefter  had  been  nigh  the  prefence- 
chamber  day  after  day.  The  Queen  would  not  fee  her ; 
neither  read  her  letters,  nor  touch  her  jewelled  prefent?^. 
My  Lady  had  loft  one  huft>and  and  one  fon  in  the  fervice 
of  their  country.  She  came  to  pray  another  huft)and  and 
another  fon  might  therefore  be  allowed  to  live.  Her 
fecond  Lord  was  moft  familiar  with  her  Grace.  Time 
was,  'twas  fliid,  her  Highnefs  did  afFe(fl   him.     Yet  the 
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Queen  would  not  receive  at  Court  the  widow  of  the  great 
Earl.  They  were  but  fecond  coufiiis,  and  by  the  mother's 
fide,  Elizabeth  Tudor  and  Letdce  Knollys  :  yet  Queen 
Befs  fuffered  not  her  kinfwoman's  vifit ! 

About  ten  o'  th'  clock  at  night  cometh  one  to  Effex- 
houfe,  bearing  a  letter  to  my  Lady  Countefs.  "  Hafte — 
poft  hafte  " — i'  th'  corner  !  The  Lady  was  now  a-bed.  Pre- 
fently  the  gentlewoman  roufeth  her ;  who,  cutting  the 
thread  in  a  trice,  breaketh  the  feal,  aftonilhed. 

'Twas  from  the  Lady  Scrope,  bidding  my  Lady  roundly 
take  cheer,  but  come  quickly :  for  that  the  Court  had  dif- 
perfed,  and  her  INIajefty  had  redred.  Means  ihould  be 
found  for  accefs.     "  Qiiickfor  the  quid ;"  and  then  an  end  ! 

The  Countefs  of  Effex  ftrove  to  rife — to  call.  Her 
limbs  refufed  motion  at  her  bidding :  her  voice  uttered  not 
according  to  her  will.  Anon,  with  a  thought  and  a  purpofe, 
her  heart  beat  againft  her  ribs  hard  and  llowly.  She  who 
had  been  weak  and  dmid,  gat  ftrength  and  courage.  She 
flruck  for  help.  Prefendy,  with  little  care  for  apparel,  fhe 
defcends,  ordering  out  the  barge.  While  they  man  it  and 
bring  down  culhions,  by  the  light  of  a  pine  torch  ihe  tottereth 
into  her  hulband's   clofct.     All  is  confufion   here  !     She 


A  Petition. 


325 


fearcheth  for  paper ;  knowing  the  Queen  would  hear  no 
petition  on  the  inftant.  Much  fcrutiny  had  already  been 
made ;  fome  burning  too.  There  lay  but  that  roll  the 
Poetafler  had  left,  and  fome  leaves  had  been  torn  even 
from  that.  The  fair,  pale  hand-writing  fhe  noted  not. 
The  uncertain  light — her  own  flickering  eyelids — what 
wonder  !  With  a  rude  pen,  thickened  ink,  fhe  aflayed  to 
fcratch  on  a  leaf  her  poor  petition  \  tearing  that  page  out 
fhe  put  it  in  her  bofom.  Of  her  writing  one  might  make 
out  thefe  words  :  "  Pit}^  him,  whom  if  you  loved  not, 
loved  you.  Pity  me,  whofe  heart  pined  in  fecret,  for  that 
wife's  affe6fion  was  openly  given  to  you.  Pity  our  little 
ones,  vrhofe  eflate  hath  been  ruined  in  your  fervice ! " 
What  elfe  was  writ  was  mere  wildnefs,  baldly  fet  down. 

She  is  carried  to  the  boat.  The  night  is  cold  and  fl:arlight 
— and  the  breeze  coming  with  the  tide  refrefhes  the  delicate 
woman.  But  how  tedious  is  the  way — how  flow  the 
rowers  !  She  could  fee  the  lights  of  the  Palace — count  to 
her  Grace's  clofet — there,  that  is  it !  But  how  far  off  ftill  ! 
She  is  landed  at  Whitehall,  borne  in  their  arms  up  into 
the  prefence  chamber.  The  room  is  lonely,  forfaken  now  : 
the  fire  fmouldering  in  aflies. 
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One  letteth  the  Lady  Scrope  know  the  Countefs  of  Eflex 
attends  the  Queen. 

The  poor  woman,  overwrought  with  excitement,  faints. 
An  uftier  kindly  bringetli  a  cup  of  water.  After  often 
fighing  fhe  cryeth,  and  had  nigh  lofl  her  wits  \  going  off 
into  an  hyflerical  paflion.  With  an  effort  of  the  will 
flraightway  fhe  fippeth  and  fippeth. 

Some  half  hour  after  eleven  the  Lady  Scrope  cometh  out, 
pale,  anxious,  flurried.  "  Go  to  ! "  quoth  Hie.  "  Go  to. 
Lady  ! "  faith  fhe,  as  if  in  a  fear  or  dread.  "  The  Queen 
is  bitter  ;  fhe  hath  chidden  me  iharply.  Others  have  been 
filenced  altogether.     She  will  not  fee  you  ! " 

"  She    muft  !    fhe" cried    the    Countefs   ftaggeiing 

towards  the  door. 

"  Ay,  ay  ! "  faid  the  Lady  foothingly.  "  Ay,  ay  !  fhe 
muft !  But  a  little  patience,  fweet — a  little  patience ;  fhe 
is  now  fo  four  fhe  would  refufe  your  hope :  nay,  fwear 
you  had  angered  her  to  the  fad — bethink  you  ! '' 

"  Oh,  oh  !  '■  groaned  the  heart-wrung  wife. 

"  Poor  Lady — poor  Frances  !  There  now,  lady  dear, 
have  patience  and  take  cheer  ;  will  you,  now  ? " 

«  I'd  fain  " 
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"  You  cannot  be  refolved  now.  She  is  curft  now  !  flay 
a  while,  will  you  ?  I  dare  not  take  you  within.  See  !  I 
mufl  watch  the  vaft  of  night  in  that  anteroom : — the  door 
open  to  her  Highnefs'  bedchamber.  Can'fl  ftay,  Frances, 
heart  ? " 

"  Oh  yes,  yes  •,  and  thank  you,  on  my  knees  ! " 

*'  Nay,  nay ;  I  would  do  more  were  more  needful ! 
Harken ;  her  Grace  hath  fupped  ill — they  fay  larger  than 
wont.  The  cook's  again  (hent  j  for  Dr.  James  faith  Hare 
over-roaft  is  melanchoUic  " 

"  Oh,  that  fo  mean  a  matter  (hould  come  between 
great  motions  ! " 

"  Ay,  ay,  dear ;  and  'tis  a  fmall  matter  ends  all ! " 

"  Ah,  ah!" 

"  Her  Grace,  I  have  experienced,  will  tofs  about  an  hour 
or  fo,  and  then  rife  and  walk  her  chamber.  I  fhall  be  at 
hand.  I  have  a  cordial  fhall  give  her  reft.  Percafe  I  fhall 
talk  her  into  peace :  then  whifper  her.  The  Court  being 
alleep — only  her  Grace  and  her  poor  fervant — you  under- 
fland?" 

"  Yes,  yes  ! " 

"  And  fo  bring  her  to  you — eh  ? " 
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The  Lady  Scrope  brought  out  a  pillow  and  fome 
wrappers,  and  kiffing  the  fluflied  brow  of  the  poor 
Countefs,  with  a  "  God  blefs  ye  and  grant  your  prayer  ! " 

"  Amen  !  Amen  ! "  faid  the  forrowful  Lady,  "  for  we 
are  in  very  need — in  very  need  ;  good  God  comfort  us  ! " 

So  the  kind  Lady  of  the  bed-chamber  withdrew,  and  the 
Countefs'  Gentlewomen  raked  up  the  fire,  piling  on  more 
wood,  wrapping  up  their  Lady.  It  was  a  cold  night 
i'  footh  :  and  this  a  cold  place,  and  of  a  cold  errand  had 
fhe  come,  and  a  cold  welcome  had  fhe  got. 

And  now  the  Gentlewomen  withdrew,  that  the  Countefs 
might  be  alone  fliould  the  Queen  come  in.  But  the  meiny 
walred  in  the  guard-room,  by  the  Palace  flairs. 

My  lady  gat  warm  prefently ;  and,  being  a  weary,  na- 
ture gave  her  reft,  and  fhe  fell  alleep.  And  her  mind 
v/andered  in  dreams  far  and  near,  over  long  feafons,  and 
among  many  events  and  people.  Memory  was  bufy  in 
her  weak  and  troubled  brain. 

Some  hours  after  midnight  fhe  is  difturbed.  A  door 
fhutteth  within,  or  fomething  falls.  A  ftep  is  heard  in  the 
next  room.  She  roufeth  herfelf  diftraftedly  ;  difengaging 
her   en  wrappings.      The  door  of  the  prefence   chamber 
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opens.  The  Lady  Scrope^  fully  dreiTed,  cometh  out  back- 
■ward,  holding  a  taper.  In  her  night-rail  and  bed-gear 
foUoweth  loftily,  but  with  an  unfleady  gait,  the  Q£een. 

"  What  make  you  here  ? " 

"  Madam — moft  gracious  Madam  !"  cried  the  Countefs, 
lying  almoft  proflrate. 

"  "What  make  you  here  ?" 

"  For  Jefu's  fake,  moft  mighty  Queen,  have  pity  on  my 
poor  " 

"Ha!" 

"  'Tis  the  unhappy  Countefs  of  Eflex,  may  it  Hke  your 
clement  Majefty,  come  on  her  knees  to  pray  you  refpite 
her  poor,  penitent  hufband,"  gently  put  in  the  gentle 
Lady  Scrope.  The  Queen  was  filent,  looking  flernly  on 
the  woman  on  the  floor.  None  but  one  fo  far  removed 
from  the  reft  of  their  race  as  is  a  Sovereign,  could  fo  little 
feel  for  fo  pitiable  an  object. 

The  bev.il Jered  woman  fearched  her  bofom  for  her 
petition.  Reaching  it  hurriedly,  it  fell,  crumpled  and 
foiled,  among  the  ruflies. 

The  Queen's  eye  was  refl:ing  coldly  upon  her  as  the 
Countefs  looked  up  imploringly. 
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*Twas  the  eye  of  the  Bafihflv  on  the  Fawn. 

There  was  no  turning  from  that  ftern  gaze.  And  the 
petitioner  felt  God  might  put  it  into  that  fellow-woman's 
heart  to  relent  a  little  tow^ards  her  hufband.  So  (he 
hung  upon  that  pale,  fallow,  uncomfortable  vifage,  if  it 
might  be,  to  catch  the  firft  dawn  of  hope — the  firft  gleam 
of  mercy  on  that  royal  face,  that  fhould  warm  and  cherifh 
her  fad  and  defolated  heart. 

In  her  own  fweet  face  there  was  no  anger — no,  nor  un- 
charitable doubtings  :  only  a  timid  hope — a  yet  anxious 
fear.  Alas  !  alas  !  what  read  she  in  that  royal  countenance 
— in  that  irrevocable  decretal  ? 

Years  of  rule — of  almoft  abfolute  rule — had  fixed  the 
mufcles  into  forms  none  could  miftake.  Will — felf-poifed 
will — conftancy  in  that  one  only  centre,  "  We  are  Queen  ! " 
Age  had  brought  its  wrinkles ;  but  the  lines  were  not  fo 
deep  on  her  thin  face  as  they  were  hard,  and  fharp,  and 
cornered.  Time  had  puckered  up  the  lids  and  dimmed 
that  ftill  flattered  eye  j  but  its  afpe<5l  was  more  cold, 
paiTionlefs,  untender,  now  than  ever.  If  ever,  there  was  no 
fympathy — no  love  pofTible  in  that  woman — now.  Firmnefs 
there  was,  courage  there  was,  wit  and  wifdom.     Outwardly 
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(he  was  every  inch  a  Qu^een.  The  majefly  of  ceremony 
was  well  preferved  :  the  prickly  hu(k  o'  the  fweet  cheftnut, 
the  four  rhind  of  the  pleafant  walnut :  but  the  foul  of 
fovereignty,  its  Heaven  born  pity — the  only  worth  fruit — was 
withered,  rotted,  gone  for  ever  ! 

With  her  ftalF — for  her  Grace  was  now  forced  to  go 
with  that  help — the  fore  leg  continuing  to  iffue :  with  her 
ftafF  Ihe  flruck  once  or  twice  upon  the  Countefs'  paper,  as 
it  were  impatiently. 

The  ftartled  petitioner  quickened ;  her  innocent  gaze 
having  been  fixed  the  while. 

She  readeth  on  thofe  flern  clofed  lips  the  anfwer  to  her 
prayer. 

"  Ha  !    you  whofe  virgin   charms   drew  Philip  Sidney 

from  my  Court ! Ha  !  you  who  have  lain  on  Effex's 

breafl — borne  him  children — played  with  his  lock — peered 
in  his  lovely  eyes  !  You  vv^ho  are  his  ivlfe — Go  !  learn  in  a 
(hrewd  widowhood  how  dangerfome  it  is  to  come  between 
Elizabeth  and" 

The  ftricken  fpirit  of  the  poor  Countefs  could  defcry  no 
more.  To  fuch  taunting,  jealous  bitternefs  her  gentle  nature 
had  never  before  approached  j  harihnefs  was  all  new  to  her. 
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She  fell  prone  on  the  ground,  grovelling  among  the  rufhes 
in  an  ecftacy  of  defpair. 

With  a  motion  to  the  Lady  Scrope  to  pick  up  the 
petition,  Elizabeth  turned  o'  the  heel ;  fcowling  on  the 
proftrate,  fenfelefs  body  of  her  whom  it  had  pleafured  fo 
great  a  Queen  to  hold  a  rival. 

«  '  Oh,  tiger  heart — wrapped  in  a  woman's  hide  ! ' 

Of  what  man's  love  ever  wert  thou  deferving  ? "  fo 
thought  the  gentle  Lady  Scrope. 

The  door  clofed  behind  her  Majefty.  Anon  flie  lay 
compofedly  in  her  bed ;  ordering  the  Lady  Scrope  to  read 
what  that  filly  wench  had  writ. 

Belike  her  Grace  expefted  an  Euphues'  compliment,  fuch 
as  her  fancy  loved.  Some  quaint  device  or  rare  conceit  of 
her  nigh  frozen  Robin  Redbreaft ;  praying  to  be  once  more 
cherifhed  from  the  cold  blafts  of  an  ill-willing  world,  in 
the  warm  bofom  of  Royal  favour.  Eond  woman  !  It  was 
a  rebuke — a  rebuke  timely  and  juft.  From  a  poor  player 
you  fhall  learn  your  duty ;  nay,  have  a  laft  chance  of 
doing  it ! 

The  Lady  Scrope  could  hardly  fee,  fo  blinded  were  her 
eyes  with  big  coming  tears  ;    and   the   rifmg  in  her  throat 
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had  well  nigh  choked  her  utterance.  Conceiving  the  black 
fcrawl  naughtj  fhe  turneth  over  to  the  fair  lines  of  Mailer 
Shakfpeare : — 

**  The  quality  of  mercy  is  ?tot  ftrained : 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath.     It  is  twice  blejjed. 
It  hleffdth  him  that  gives  and  him  that  takes, 
'Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft.     It  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown : 
His  fceptre  fhenjus  the  force  of  temporal  power. 
The  attribute  to  aive  and  majefty. 
Wherein  doth  fit  the  far  and  dread  of  Kings : 
But  mercy  is  above  this  fceptred  fway. 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  Kings, 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfelf; 
And  earthly  power  doth  thenfhew  liheft  God*s 
When  Mercy  feafons  juftice  I  " 

Her  Grace  afFefted  to  be  refling ;  her  eyes  clofed  the 
while ;  her  hands  conjoined,  clenched  above  the  coverlid. 
It  is  poffible  her  Highnefs  may  have  heard  fome  of  thefe 
lines.  PofTibly  alfo  they  founded  impertinent.  Poets 
meddling  in  Princes'  matters  !  On  tiptoe  the  Lady  Scrope 
fleppeth  to  that  little  oratory  where  her  Grace  was  wont 
to  make  her  firfl   devotions.     Here  ftood  that  pi(fture  of 
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King  Philip  you  have  heard  of,  and  that  filver  Crofs  which 
gave  fuch  offence  to  fome.  But  concerning  that  emblem  of 
our  falvation,  as  well  as  in  the  matter  of  the  B.V.M.  and 
the  SS.,  Queen  Elizabeth,  the  defender  of  our  faith,  had  no 
contemptuous  opinion.  Nor  ever  did  fhe  fpeak  of  them 
but  with  reverence ;  nor  patiently  ever  fufFered  others  to 
be  unreverent.  On  the  little  table  here,  nay,  on  the  pretty 
illuftrated  prayer-book,  foolifh  Dean  Noel  had  too  publicly 
prefented,  the  lady  placed  the  humble  claim  for  Mercy. 
"  Who  knoweth,"  faid  fhe — "  who  knoweth,  but  her  Grace 
Ihall  yet  have  time  after  her  morning  orifons  ? " 

Coming  to  the  prefence  room  fhe  fendeth  for  the  Coun- 
tefs  of  EfFex'  gentlewomen,  who  carry  their  lady,  ftill  fenfe- 
lefs,  into  her  barge. 

'Tis  a  dark  foggy  morning,  about  fix  o'  th'  clock ;  and  the 
fpluttering  torches  fcarcely  fhew  objects  indiftinftly.  As  they 
go  down  the  ftairs  two  of  her  Majefty's  barges  thronged 
with  Guards  fhoot  forth  ;  and  behind,  Ifepping  into  his 
wherry,  muffled  to  the  eyes,  the  ftately  figure  of  Sir  Walter 
Ralegh. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


-"  The  bird  is  dead 


That  lue  have  made  fo  much  on^^ 

"  Fear  no  more  the  froivfi  o'  the  Great j 
Thou  art  paft  the  tyranfsjlroke  ; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe  and  eaty 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak. 
The  Sceptre,  learning,  phyjtc,  mujl 
All  folloiv  this,  and  come  to  duJlT 

Cymeeline,  act.  iv.  sc.  ii. 

F  thofe  he  left  sorrowing  at  Chenies,  William 
fcarcely  thought.  Plafhing  he  rode  on  the 
foftened  fod,  thorough  lane  and  over  brook, 
cutting  off  cantles  by  familiar  gaps,  fording  Thame  himfelf 
near  Ailefbury. 

His  life's  love  had  increaled  as  his  friend  became  more 
wayward  and  unhappy.  Robin's  ficknefs,  his  diftraught 
mind,  the  Queen's  mifliking  of  his  every  a6t:  and  feeming 
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perfecuti»ii  of  him,  the  bandying  of  thofe  factionary  adver- 
faries  againft  him,  but  heightened  the  fympathy  and  pity  of 
early  days.  And  now  the  dread  dimax  that  overhung  that 
deared:  one  in  the  middle  of  his  career,  that  imminent  peril 
worfe  than  Damocles  his  fword : — for  the  Queen's  warrant 
was  more  peremptory,  more  dire  and  hopelefs  than  even 
Beltefhazzar's  vifion — (no  penitence,  as  all  knew,  being 
able  to  appeafe  the  offended  Majefty  of  England).  Theie 
thoughts — this  cataflrophe,  horrible,  pofitive,  real,  over- 
whelming, filled  his  imagination  while  it  cruihed  his  heart. 

Oh,  what  recked  he  of  the  rain  and  the  fleet — of  the  cold 
north-eail  wind,  that  pattered,  and  trickled,  and  whilked 
about  hhn  ?  His  horfe  was  found  and  true,  and  v/ould 
hold  out  to  London.  'Twas  a  habit  with  him  :  ftoutly  he 
held  him  to  his  work  with  a  word  that  the  journey  was 
long  and  the  ways  foul — that  the  night  was  dark,  and  the 
pace  overly  quick  ! 

Towards  midnight  there  had  been  a  little  froft ;  and 
upon  the  crifp  ground  of  Boxmoor  he  fped  unceafmgly. 
But  as  it  drew  towards  morning,  and  he  came  on  Highgate 
Hill,  all  was  again  dark  and  dreary,  moift  and  ^o^gy,  over 
the  great  city. 
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Soon  they  found  need  of  torches,  and  the  linkboys  ran 
on  before  them — paft  the  gloomy  Chartreux — through 
Alderfgate  j  leaving  Paul's  to  the  right,  and  Bow  Church 
on  the  left,  they  wended  down  a  narrow  ftreet  leading  to 
the  water's  edge. 

Already  was  there  a  diflant  hum  of  found,  and  the 
rolling  jolt  of  noblemen's  carriages  might  be  heard  pafling 
down  Cheapfide.  None  were  afoot  so  early,  hereabouts  ; 
though  ever  and  anon  a  diflurbed  'prentice  opened  the 
cafement  of  his  cockloft  with  a — "  What's  aftir,  good 
folk?" 

The  ferryman  lay  afleep  in  his  boat,  his  lanthorn  fcarcely 
fhewing  him  on  a  trufs  of  ftraw.  'Twas  a  hard  matter  the 
roufmg  him,  and  harder  ftill  explaining  that  the  gentleman 
mufl  be  rowed  incontinently  to  the  Tower  Stairs.  He  was 
no  waterman,  forfooth,  but  a  poor  ferryman  only ;  nor 
knew  he  the  moorings  of  the  heavy  craft,  nor  the  eddies 
off  the  wharfs.  He  dare  not,  for  his  life,  nay,  not  to 
pleafure  the  Lord  Mayor,  pilot  through  the  bridge,  nor 
launch  into  the  pool.  The  tide  was  coming  in  flrong,  the 
wind  was  up  the  river,  the  fog  was  very  thick,  the  morn 
was  parlous  dark. 

VOL.  III.  2 
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But,  difmounting,  William  bade  Davy  take  their  horfes, 

himfelf  ftepping  into  the  boat  refolutely.  'Twas  not 
long  arranging-,  for  he  and  'Zekiel  took  the  oars,  leav- 
ing the  ferryman  at  the  helm,  and  putting  his  lanthorn  in 
the  prow.  Truly  'twas  an  intricate  voyage,  and  full  of 
interception  and  delays.  Its  dangers  had  not  been  much 
enhanced.  But  the  bridge,  where  every  hour  life  and 
property  was  riiked  !  they  reach  it  when  almofi:  exhaufted, 
pulling  againft  the  full  force  of  the  coming  tide. 

While  ftruggiing  through  the  hither  arch,  two  of  her 
Majeily's  barges,  heavily  laden  with  men,  whofe  arms 
gliften  in  the  light  of  their  torches,  fv/ing  by  on  the  flood. 
Anon  a  light  wherry  glideth  through ;  and  from  beneath 
its  awning  cometh  a  wholefome,  fragrant,  refrefhing  perfume 
of  tobacco. 

William  fcarcely  noticed  thefe  things.  The  prcfent 
difficulty — the  goal  before  him — were  his  all  of  life  jufl  now. 
But  'Zekiel  had  watched  thefe  matters  lately.  "  Her 
Majefty's  Guards,"  quod  he,  "  and  Sir  Walter  Ralegh  !" 

Landing  at  Tower  Stairs,  they  hurry  to  a  poflern,  the 
warder  of  which  is  'Zekiel's  familiar  ;  at  the  known  fignal  a 
latch  is  lifted  by  a  cord   from  an   upper  turret,  and   they 
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enter,  —  the  wicket  clofeth  behind  William  and  his 
guide. 

Now  'Zekiel  leads  the  way.  Up  fteep  and  narrow  paf- 
fages,  through  a  choked  archway,  acrofs  a  court,  over  a 
vacant  fpace,  and  now,  turning  an  angle,  on  to  the  Martyn 
Tower  itfelf. 

There  were  now  no  yeomen  guarding  that  door. 

"  My  Lord  is  pardoned  ! "  cried  the  fond  henchman 
with  a  fhriek  of  wild  happinefs.  There  was  no  echo  to 
that  voice  in  the  old  worm-eaten  walls  of  the  ill-ere^led 
keep  ;  there  was  no  fpirit  of  joy  hovering  there  ! 

William  heeded  not,  but  hurried  up  the  ftaircafe.  The 
Chamber  door  ftood  ajar. 

"  Hath  he  efcaped  ? "  and  the  (light  thought  flufhed  him 
to  giddinefs.  There  was  none  to  anfwer  !  None  to  fay 
"  Thank  God  ! "  nor  did  his  heart  beat  it  out ! 

On  a  table  flood  a  reeky  candle  long  in  fnufF,  a  cup  of 
ale  half  quaffed — a  letter  for  the  Countefs— one  for  him  - 
felf — a  little  packet  addreffed,  "  For  the  Queen's  Majelly 
when  Effex  is  no  more." 

He  thruft  the  letters  into  his  bofom,  not  knowing  why. 
He  ran  down  and  out,  not  caring   whither.     He  ftiouted, 
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he  knew  not  what.  «Hola!"  "EfTex!"  "Robin!" 
'Zekiel  ftood  amazed.  In  the  rough  lover  of  the  two 
Earls  of  EITex  was  revealed  that  horrible  fight — a  full 
wrought  man  by  grief  and  terror  fuddenly  bereft  of  fenfe  ! 
Yet  William  noted  not,  hurriedly  groping  on. 

There  was  a  noife  as  of  planks  and  timber  falling.  He 
fkirts  Csefar's  Tower,  the  way  o'  the  Chapel. 

One  muffled  and  mafked  flealthily  lurks  by  the  wall. 
"  Hola  ! "  Bending  fomewhat,  to  efcape  more  notice,  that 
dark  one  turneth  a  corner  and  is  out  o'  fight. 

One  of  a  dilperfmg  crowd  anfwereth,  "  All's  over  ! — No 
more  ! — paft! — gone!"  hurrying  away. 

"  Where  ?  Where  ?  "  hoarfely  ftammered  William.  But 
the  man  had  moved.  Another  hearkening,  taketh  up  the 
word  awry. 

*'  Here  flood  the  fcaffold,  fir  !  They  are  now  folding  up 
the  hangings  !     There's  the  block  ! — the  axe  " 

William  covered  his  face  in  his  hands.  There  was 
fawduft  ftrewed  about — flained — clotted.  And  he  groaned 
in  fpirit. 

Many  went  bye.  Some  faid,  "  Cheer  up,  man !  "  Others, 
"  r  faith  I  have  tears   enow   too,  an  I  could  fhed  'em  !  " 
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or  words  to    that  efFecl.     One,  a  Knight,  fpake  angrily, 
**  There  fhail  be  more  fpilt  anon ! " 

"  None  to  match  this  !  "  quoth  an  old  foldier. 

Anon  a  charitable  voice, "  Fair  fir,  if  you  will  fufFer  it,  I 
grieve  with  you." 

"  I  would  fain  thank  you,  fir  ! "  fobbed  William. 

"  'Twas  a  folemn  end  !  God  give  him  reft  (and  forgive 
thofe  brought  him  to't.") 

"  Oh,  fir,  fir  !  where — where  have  they  put  " 

The  gentleman  led  William,  fhuddering,  to  a  room  hard 
by  that  little  chapel  where  lately  were  laid  Norfolk  and 
Arundel,  and  from  time  immemorial  much  patriot  Englifh 
duft  befide.  There  was  a  torch  within  j  and  the  fervants 
of  the  Conftable  were  there  placing  the  diffevered  head 
decently  with  the  body  in  a  plain  coffin.  At  a  word  from 
the  charitable  gentleman  thefe  withdrew. 

Alone  Sir  William  Cheney  entered  that  little  chamber. 
A  folemn  awe  poffeffed  him.  Now  all  was  real !  What 
had  been  the  Earl  of  Effex — his  life's  friend,  deareft  of 
heart's  brothers — lay  before  him  done  to  death  !  Dead — in 
the  very  middle  fpring  of  life  ! 

Humbly  and  timidly  he  looks  upon  that  calm  face,  whofe 
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fpirit  is  now  at  reft.  That  look  turned  heavenward,  what 
converfe  holds  it  with  the  BlelTed  now  ?  Reverently,  yet 
with  the  afFeflion  of  a  father  burying  his  child,  he  kifleth 
again  thofe  lips,  ftill  foft.  Once  more — once  more — and 
now  he  tenderly  clofeth  thofe  lovely  eyes — for  ever  !  He 
taketh  away  that  envied  lock. 

Befide  the  quivering  body  he  was  kneeling:  and  he 
clafped  the  warm,  flexible  hand  of  the  dead  to  his  bofom,  and 
he  prayed  not  long  nor  loudly — though  with  paffion,  and 
perhaps  confufedly — that  a  juft  God  would  keep  from 
ftain  the  memory  of  The  Noble  Traytour. 

FINIS. 


EPILOGUE. 

HE    Candles    be   out !       The    Shadows    have 
walked  off !     Yet  I'll  not  fhut  up  with  a  Saw : 
no,  nor  with  a  fmug  Moral  neither ;  being,  as 
you  fee,  no  Puritan. 

Truly,  I'd  liefer  pipe  to  your  dancing  than  preach  at 
your  humours.  Yet,  as  Tarleton  faid  :  "  'Tis  a  forry  jefl 
hath  but  one  end  to  match  your  jingle  o'  words," — bethink 
ye  an  I  may  not  have  unpicked  the  Devereux  knot  ? 

Well !  fith  you  have  fat  it  out,  I've  fome  hope  ye  be 
content :  fo,  for  your  courtefy,  gentles,  offer  you  mine. 
Farewell ! 
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